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1. Simon and Garfunkel - Homeward Bound 


"Cock a doodle doooooo!" I woke up this morning and I was 'The Big 5 O' that's 
half a century or fifty complete circuits of the Sun. I've been tear-arsing around 
on this cosmic cannonball called Planet Earth for five decades. One circuit is 584 
million miles. Multiply that by my age and you get 29 billion, 200 million miles 
and at a speed of 18.5 miles per second and 66,600 mph. That is pretty 
impressive. 

Today seems like the perfect time to start writing another book. I shall refrain 
from shameless self promotion by making no attempts whatsoever to publicise 
the first book, my autobiography; Down and Out and Up Again which is rip 
roaring rock 'n' roll read and social commentary. You can order a hard copy at the 
not for profit price of a £5'er by contacting me via the email address at the front 
of this book. 

This year is a double anniversary. I am twenty years clean and there are fifty 
candles on my cake. Fifty is a miraculous milestone considering the fact that I 
was lucky to reach fifteen. It's a fact that if you've not grown up by this time then 
you don't have to and to prove it I demonstrated my maturity by 'pulling a 
moonie' at my mate across the street and shouting "Punk's not dead!" Being fifty 
is also a time to move out of the past, although it's been a wrench letting go of 
my skin- tight leather trousers. 

I've spent most of my adult life on the road as a traveller. For many years I'd 
harboured a dream to return to 'home sweet home'. After all this time my heart 
desired to go back to the North of England. I felt that I needed an anchor, 
something tangible and familiar. I returned 'home' to find it wasn't where I'd left 
it. There was no warm welcome. I found it lonely and cold. I don't really know 
what I expected to find. My parents are dead and my brothers and friends have 
long since moved away. When you live in one place and stay put things change so 
slowly that they are barely noticeable. When you leave and come back after 
many years away there's nothing but a ghost of what was. I wanted it to feel solid 
and certain but we stand on shifting sands. Certainty is an illusion. The only 
certainty is change. 

I'm a searcher and I've searched all over the world only to come full circle and 
arrive at a place that was there all along. When I look at the man in the mirror his 
youth has gone but there's a real beauty in age. I see the scars of life and a face 
autographed by the wind. I gaze into his eyes; the windows of the soul. It seems 
so simple now. It's a spiritual journey and home is wherever my heart is. 
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It was time to start all over again and get back on the never-ending road and just 
keep moving. There's something very emotional about setting off on a new 
journey and not knowing where you are going. Now is the beginning of the rest 
of my life and there's so much more I want to say and do. So with the heart of a 
lion and the power of Oldham Athletic Football Club, let us forge forth towards 
limitless horizons of love, punk rock and freedom. I will greet the sunrise at the 
Dawning of a New Golden Age....or something like that anyway. 


The Reverend. 2020 AD. 


This book is a travelogue and a work of comedic conspiratorial factual fiction. 
The chapter titles have been borrowed from Elvis Presley songs, low budget 
1950's sci-fi movies and hippy riffs; a trinity which will wonderfully weave into 
one. This potentially award-winning investigative journalism will detail sensitive 
information about my top secret assignment. The operation is codenamed: 
Mission Improbable. It will bring to light the dark documents known as the Z-Files 
and blow the lid off a global conspiracy by revealing a sinister plot. These 
revelations will shake the very foundations of society. In the interests of limiting 
my court appearances every word in this book should be preceded with 
'allegedly.' I have the right to remain silent. I admit nothing. 

DISCLAIMER: I have a divine right to say whatever I want because I am a 
Reverend. I saw an advert online that said "Become a reverend." I clicked 
ACCEPT' and was received, by cyber embrace, into some psychotic, fucked up 
church in Bible Belt America. 
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2. Mother Nature's Son-The Beatles 


The story so far.... I've abandoned God and returned to Oldham. Having visited 
and lived in over twenty countries I figured it was time to live in my own. One 
serves as an urchin, then a dosser, before rites of passage and initiation into time 
served, mature tramp-hood. It felt like my peregrinations were finally coming to 
an end. After over thirty years of uninterrupted unemployment, I decided to 
retire. 

It had always been a dream of mine to end my days on a little smallholding. I 
wanted to grow old growing food. It was time to put down some roots in more 
ways than one. 

The only way to get any freedom in this country is to buy it. In a move that 
completely contradicts everything I'm about, I purchased some of our common 
treasury and became one of the landed gentry. I find the whole idea of land 
ownership absurd but I quite enjoyed awarding becoming 'Lord of my own 
Manor.' When you move 'off grid' you would expect to leave officious arseholes 
still on it. Almost immediately the council turned up and failed to recognise my 
new title. They served me with an eviction notice. I told them in no uncertain 
terms to "GET OFF MOY LAAARND!" and completely ignored their demands. I 
heard nothing more and lived happily ever after. I lived in a caravan with a wood 
burner and all the power came from solar panels. Outside I built a compost toilet 
and a shower using water from a stream that ran through the land. 

I'm not naturally 'green fingered.' I had to teach myself to feed myself because I 
wanted to be self sufficient and free of the reptilian, shape shifting baby eaters 
that are planning complete control of the world's food. 

Reader's voice: "Eeek! Reverend... are you one of those wacko conspiracy 
theorists?" 

The Reverend: "Yes I am and I wear a tin foil hat." 

Firstly, I acquired some gardening tools. Now would seem like the ideal time to 
introduce the reader to pat pending, catalogue of very useful things. I am the 
inventor of the amazing 5000 Range. I haven't actually manufactured anything 
yet but I'm hoping my new products will hit the shelves in 2050. 

It was only a few generations ago that living off the land was essential. In those 
days people were much more capable than we are today. That old knowledge 
could soon be lost. I wanted to learn and reapply it. Modern consumerism has 
left us reliant and verging on helpless. We are the only species on the planet that 
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doesn't know how to feed itself. Everything is provided and done for us. When I 
market the WankmasterSOOO we won't even have to do that either. 

I got a book called How to Grow Vegetables. Now I could add 'farmer' to my C.V. 
Then I joined the OAP's (Old Age Punks) Gardening Club online. I had never 
equated agriculture with punk rock. I thought it was just hippies like Tarquin and 
Dolphin that grew plants. On the contrary, make no mistake, farming is punk as 
fuck. Let me tell you, raising crops is on par with raising hell. I took a garden fork 
and the earth moved for me. Now I could really get into the zone and totally 'dig' 
where Turnip Townsend was coming from. The century Agrarian Revolution 
was in full swing, "00-AAR!" 

I became a serious yoghurt weaver and it wasn't long before I was well on my 
way to being my own keeper. The harvest yielded a food mountain of fruit and 
veg. It was picked, pickled and potted. I learnt how to make jams and syrups. I 
started to study bush-craft, forage for wild foods and medicinal plants and 
further develop my hunting skills. I was driven by fun, not fear. It's a joy to learn 
and as a bonus; it's better to have something and not need it than to need it and 
not have it. 

Over time I transformed a barren field into a mini paradise. The newly planted 
trees and flowers created an amazing wildlife habitat. I recorded over thirty 
species of birds that had previously been absent. I felt linked to the land. I often 
wonder when we will collectively realise that we a part of, and not apart from, 
nature. When we get back to basics Man is nothing more than a migratory 
hunter-gatherer. That's why he can walk as fast as the seasons. When the New 
Age Luddites destroy Tesco we will return to being animals that scratch through 
the dirt for roots and grubs. By the way I will eat absolutely anything. I've already 
eaten grasshoppers in Africa and sampled insect ice cream.... "Slurp!" 

No matter how hard you try there will always be slime-balls who want to destroy 
your dream. Those whose greed is insatiable and destruction beyond compare; 
SLUGS! They had declared war and I had to defend myself I emerged at night 
with the SlugslayerSOOO which consisted of a pair of scissors and a torch. All I was 
saying is give peas a chance. 

Eventually my hippy hermitage got a bit boring. I'd been here for five years and I 
did not want to witness the long-term benefits of the three field crop rotation 
system. I knew that if I stayed any longer I would end up growing a beard, doing 
naked pagan dances and becoming feral beyond recall. I don't think that life is 
meant to be lived alone and in one place. I had retired too young. I was still 
possessed with punk rock energy and wasn't quite ready to settle down just yet. 
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I sold up and reverted to type; landless peasant. My new postcode is NFA4ME. I 
was still homeless after all these years. Wow! That is an absolutely brilliant title 
for a new album by Paul Simon. I must send an email as soon as possible and sell 
it to him. 

It was time to step out again into the unknown. I wanted a new challenge. I 
needed to scare the shit out of myself The time was ripe for another road trip 
and time is of the essence. I am five decades of age and it was time to trigger 
Article 50 and 'Rexit' from the European Union. Join me on Mission Improbable. 
Hold on to your hats, failure is an option. "Man of the north! Saddle your beast 
and gallop into the future and into the Dawning of a New Golden Age." 
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3. Sweet Hitchhiker-Creedence Clearwater Revival 



Once upon a time I used to hitchhike everywhere. Nowadays no one seems to do 
it. Let's take a look at what's happened in the thirty years since I was a young lad 
happily hitchhiking around. Whatever happened to that raggle-taggle bunch of 
interesting people that decorated the roadsides? Where did they go? 
Years ago hitchhiking was a valid and recognised way of getting from A to B. 
That's what people did. Nearly everyone I know has done it at one time or 
another as a means of getting somewhere. I even used to go off for a recreational 
'hitch' in between dole cheques, just for something to do. You could get 
anywhere and it was even possible to get a truck driver to take you over the 
English Channel for free so you could stick your thumb out in Europe. It was so 
popular that someone wrote and even found a publisher to print a book called 
Hitchhike Your Way Round the World. It was great fun, easy and free. So what 
happened? Why did hitchhiking end? 

I'm not one of these old farts that crap on about the 'good old days' but three 
decades ago people were a lot more laid back. They didn't worry as much and 
were a lot less fearful than we are today. We were more community minded and 
willing to help one another. 
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Here's what I think happened. When the Conservatives, under Thatcher, came to 
power in the late seventies, things started to change. Tory policy was the drive 
for personal gain. It favoured few but promoted the ethos that anyone could 
become an entrepreneur and get rich. 

So why did hitchhiking come to end? Did hitchhikers become wealthy 
entrepreneurs and buy expensive cars? I certainly didn't. So what did happen? 
Firstly people became more selfish simple as that. Secondly the media instilled 
'stranger danger' into people and so hitchhiking stopped. The motorway service 
stations are now deserted. The road signs that were once daubed with funny and 
encouraging graffiti have been scrubbed clean. Something wonderful has been 
lost. Gone is the chance to meet new and interesting people, help one another 
and last, but by no means least, a way of getting where you want to go for free. 
Do not despair. In the time honoured tradition I intend to retake the road less 
travelled. First though it is essential to establish the facts about hitchhiking 

ALL HITCHHIKERS ARE MURDERERS! 


And all hitchhikers must adhere to a strict code of conduct: Always work alone. 
The last thing you want is a witness. Do not dress like a murderer and be sure to 
pack a change of clothes while you wash the bloodied set. Wear bright colours. 
It's lovely and makes people happy and unsuspecting. Smile frequently even 
when committing homicide. Attitude and presentation are important. Do not 
slouch. Take great pride in being a bum. Whilst waiting for a lift do not despair 
and remember that eventually someone will pick you up; it's never forever. 
Finally, sing Bob Dylan songs as this makes the experience more authentic. 

Ladies and Gentlemen, boys and girls.... punks, hunks, drunks and monks, join 
me on a journey to the final frontier and beyond, to boldly go where no tramp 
has gone before. Hold on tight. We are going to 'thumb it' across the United 
States of America. This is the Dawning of the New Golden Age of hitchhiking. 
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4. America - Simon and Garfunkel. 


Wish You Were Here could not have planned a holiday any more meticulously 
than I did. Usually I just pack my bag and go. This time it was different. I always 
get apprehended and questioned in airports so I had to prepare accordingly. 
Going over 'the Pond' and getting into America should really be quite straight 
forward. This has changed since the events of 9/11. The USA is now insanely 
paranoid and under the Homeland Security Act the authorities can refuse 
admittance and even jail you simply because they don't like the way you look. I 
wanted to make the process of gaining entry as smooth as possible. 

Part 1 of 2: Fill in the online visa application. 

Q Have you ever taken illegal drugs? 

A. NO. 

(Between you and me reader I've done more drugs than Elvis but, "Ssssshhhhl") 

This is an actual question on the form. 

Q. Do you seek to engage in acts of terrorism or genocide? 

A. NO. 

If I'd ticked 'YES' I wouldn't have been allowed entry to take part. So for anyone 
wishing to engage in acts of terrorism or genocide my advice is to put NO! It's 
probably better to leave those activities to America as they are more practiced at 
that sort of thing. The application came back: 'Approved.' That was part 1 of 2 
done. 


Part 2 of 2: Disguise myself as a genuine tourist. 

I disembarked from the plane. I did not want anyone to suspect that I was an 
enemy of the state, so I dressed appropriately. I wore an Elvis Presley T-shirt and 
carried a bag containing a printed tour itinerary listing fake but very palatable 
destinations such as: the Grand Canyon, the National Fossil Museum and 
underlined to emphasize desire, "stand and hold an ice cream up at the Statue of 
Liberty." There was also a book that I had stolen from a church. The title was 
Why Jesus? 
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I had considered packing the Bible but I thought that they might try to catch me 
out by asking what my favorite passage was. If I was asked 'Why Jesus' I could 
say, "I'm not a Christian yet but in my autumn years I am seriously considering 
taking the Lord into my life." Finally, I had purchased some deodorant. I have 
never used deodorant in my life and everybody who knows me will testify to that 
in no uncertain terms. 

At the border control I was waved straight through. We all know that making 
poor decisions makes for interesting stories. These had been good decisions and 
so provide only a boring, uneventful narrative, albeit one that proves beyond 
doubt that Elvis is the King and Jesus is the way. 

Part 2 of 2 done. 

Welcome to the United States of America, Land of the Free and Flome of the 
Brave. I stood on the street outside the airport and laughed out loud. Was it 
really that easy? 


"FUCK YEAH!" 
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5. Dark Side of the Moon - Pink Floyd 


On the 21^* of August 2017 the most awe-inspiring spectacle known to man 
would be gracing the skies above the USA. Crossing ten states it was billed as the 
Great American Eclipse. I remember seeing this event on the Internet over ten 
years ago and thinking, "I am going to go and watch that." 

I have been to every corner of the Globe to view solar eclipses, travelling as far as 
Australia, South America, Africa, Russia, China and the North Pole. I have seen 
the Moon block out the Sun eight times. What drives a man to go to any lengths 
just to stand in the dark? 

Before travelling anywhere, I first heed the advice of a man called Mr Eclipse, a 
NASA employee and their resident expert on all things eclipse-related. He had 
declared that the best weather prospects for a clear sky were in some tiny town 
in the Oregon Desert. 

I landed way out west. My plane touched down in the city of Portland. I was 
about sixty miles north of path of totality. The path of totality is a thin corridor of 
land that falls within the Moon's shadow. You can only experience a total eclipse 
within this strip. I had allowed myself a week to get on location and made sure 
that there was enough time to walk it if need be. Unlike some destinations on the 
planet that only die-hard space addicts attempt to reach, this one was really easy 
to access and many people would come here to watch. America has superb 
infrastructure for any practical demands and many news channels to keep us all 
'updated' on the eclipse. 

The American media is fear at its finest. It continuously announced a catalogue of 
anticipated misery in the wake of the sheer weight of expected numbers. There 
could be water and food shortages, petrol stations might run dry. Hospitals are 
on high alert for the projected numbers of people arriving with burnt retinas 
from viewing the sun without safety glasses. Heatstroke victims may need to be 
airlifted out of the traffic tailbacks that could stretch a thousand miles all the way 
to Canada. "Keep calm! The National Guard will be on standby for your 
protection and freedom. God Bless America!" 

Now let it be known that I never give advice to people or tell anyone what they 
should do with their lives but in this case I'm going to do both. I simply can't keep 
my mouth shut "Yes, brothers and sisters! Open your minds, your hearts and 
your ears." Listen to the Reverend espouse the virtues of the most cosmic and 
mind-blowing event of our times; a total eclipse of the Sun. I am an eclipse 
evangelist and God has bestowed upon me a message for the masses. I am here 
to deliver the good news. I want everyone to know and then to go. 
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An eclipse is life changing. There is a power in this experience that connects us to 
something greater than we could ever imagine. It is beyond belief. I shit you not. 
That is the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth. Go and watch one. 
It will completely blow your mind. 

A friend in England had set me up with some accommodation in Portland. I 
would be staying with some American punk rockers who I'd never met before. 
That didn't matter because punks are never strangers. We're on the outside and 
don't belong anywhere, so to live and love we belong to one another. They were 
in a punk band called the Wild Mohicans. I'd have a wild Mohican if I wasn't such 
a fat, old, balding bastard. 

I was waiting around in Portland twiddling my thumbs and worrying; "What if, 
for once, the media was right and I can't get there?" I decided to set off a full 
four days before the eclipse, 'just in case.' I took a bus to catapult me beyond the 
city limits to find a spot where I could hitchhike into and over the mountains. 
Oregon is split down the middle by the Cascade Mountain Range. 

The Cascades stretch from British Columbia in Canada over seven hundred miles 
to northern California. It was within this range that a most remarkable 
occurrence came to pass. 

The date was June 24*^ 1947 and businessman Kenneth Arnold was piloting a 
small plane when he observed nine unusual objects in the sky. He described their 
shape as 'flat, like a pie pan' and claimed they moved with the motions of a plate 
skimming on water. The media got a hold of the story and coined the term, 
'Flying Saucer.' 

The bus terminated at a place called Government Camp. This was a historical 
place and not a New World Order FEMA camp. FEMA stands for Federal 
Emergency Management Agency and these huge camps are on standby to 
accommodate tens of thousands of people if need be. They are dotted all over 
the United States and some believe that they are nothing less than concentration 
camps in waiting. In the 1800's the army had mutinied at Government Camp 
after being ordered on a forced march in the freezing winter. 

I stood at the side of the highway and for the first time in donkey's years I stuck 
my thumb out. Instantly a car pulled up. Funny, I don't remember it being that 
easy. We drove up the tree lined slopes and high into the mountains. The scenery 
was breathtaking. I had a hawk's eye view of the gorges and meandering streams 
snaking their way and carving out the valleys below. I caught a glimpse of a man 
panning for gold in the creek and hoped he wasn't going to fall victim to a Wild 
West hold up and be stripped of everything except for his cowboy hat and long 
johns. The heights afforded spectacular views of Oregon's active volcanoes. Vast 
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tracts of the USA are highly volcanic. The continent also straddles tectonic plates 
and is no stranger to powerful seismic activity that flies off the Richter scale. 

The road was very quiet. The expected traffic jams, civil unrest and fatalities 
were noticeably absent and a letter for the President to sign declaring martial 
law remained unopened on his desk. The highway cut through vast swathes of 
pine trees. Oregon is a logging state and the region is a tinderbox. Every year 
infernos rage through these forests. 

We travelled over the summits and on our descent the vegetation started to thin 
out, becoming sparse until it was virtually non-existent save for some dry brush 
and hardy grass. The mountains prevent moisture from reaching the other side 
and for that reason this area receives very little rainfall, hence dramatically 
improving the conditions for eclipse chasers. Of all the previous eclipses I've 
gone to view, this one had the best chance of the best weather. 

I thanked my ride and then silently cursed myself for forgetting to murder him. I 
rolled up in the dusty desert town that Mr Eclipse had recommended. It was 
sandwiched between two Native American Indian reservations, typical of the 
barren wilderness that the displaced tribes were herded onto. It was just dust. 
You couldn't even grow old on it. 

The exodus of space tourists must have taken a wrong turn and alone, I sat down 
to commence the study of cacti and tumble weed for the next four days. I took 
great comfort in the fact that at least I was within the path of totality. 

For eclipse purposes this was the best place to be but cashing in on it had gone 
beyond greed. Some people were charging $200 per night for a spot to pitch a 
single tent. I have never paid rent to sleep outside. It's a birth right. I didn't like 
the vibe here so decided to go ten miles further south to somewhere equally 
promising but hopefully less commercial. 

A local man picked me up and didn't appear too keen on having the certainty of 
his life disrupted by hordes of invading sun seekers. He voiced his concern and 
then sighed in resignation, "Hell, yawl folks don't mean no harm. Yawl just warn 
come watch a whole bunch of weird shit." 

The highlight of any eclipse is called totality. This is the period of darkness when 
the Moon completely blocks out the Sun. In Oregon we would experience nearly 
two minutes. The maximum period of totality for this eclipse was 2 minutes 40 
seconds and would take place 2000 miles east in the town of Hopkinsville, 
Kentucky. It was here in 1955 that another 'whole bunch of weird shit' took 
place. 

On the evening of the 21^* August, five adults and seven children were besieged 
in an isolated farmhouse by ten to fifteen, four foot tall creatures with pointy 
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ears. The visitors had arrived in a spaceship. The people opened fire but the 
creatures were impervious to their weapons. The shots were described as 
sounding like bullets bouncing off a metal bucket. The little fuckers (pictured 
below) kept the people trapped indoors for four hours. The sheriff arrived with 
twenty additional officers after hearing all the shooting. They found no evidence 
whatsoever except for that of heavy drinking. It is not known if the children were 
also intoxicated. The case became known as the Hopkinsville Goblins. The 
witnesses all stood by their story right down to the creatures' colouration. The 
description, used for the very first time was 'Little Green Men.' 
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It was much better at my new location. An astronomy group had set up some 
telescopes and a lady told me I could camp on her field for nothing and stay as 
long as I wanted. On the pre-eclipse dusk, I watched the Sun set and travel into 
the night. Tomorrow at 10 a.m. events here would be well under way. I woke up 
and the sky was clear as expected. Wildfire smoke was visible on the horizon but 
it was not dense or high enough to obscure happenings. I looked through my 
eclipse glasses and got a first glimpse of the Moon. When the Moon first starts to 
cover the Sun's disc it is known as first contact. It will be another forty-five 
minutes before it covers it completely. Fast forward and with five minutes to go 
the temperature has dropped considerably and it's getting darker. There's only 
about five percent of the sun visible but it's surprising how much light is still 
being emitted. A jellyflabblob, American kid says, "Gee paw, this is awesome." 
The light is producing some very unusual visual effects. I notice strange shading 
all around the edge of my shadow. This phenomenon was lost to self-obsession 
when I realised just how fat I am these days. My ego dissolved and I'm back in 
the moment again with just one minute to totality. The last rays of light dissolve, 
producing the most spectacular celestial gift that the Universe can offer - the 
diamond ring effect. This is when the last slivers of light shine with the glint of a 
diamond before being dramatically engulfed by darkness. 

We are now in the lunar shadow. The Sun's corona blazes like a fiery crown. 
Mars, Venus and Mercury appear and sparkle in the mid morning. This is totality; 
one minute and fifty-eight seconds of heaven. It cannot be measured by 
longevity, only by impact of experience. 

Half a dozen American guys are witnessing this for the first time; men who with 
a childlike sense of wonder, squeal with delight. I started laughing and I couldn't 
stop. The joy of the life force is surging through me. A second diamond ring 
appears as the Sun reclaims the day. The light is followed by silence. I take a 
breath. What just happened was beyond God. There are no words to describe it. 
You must go and watch a solar eclipse. 
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6. Lynyrd Skynyrd - Free Bird. 


I always travel alone. When you travel with another you've already met someone 
and the door to others is closed. Alone, one has to engage, be present and open 
to the Universe. I am never truly alone. I'm always accompanied by my Higher 
Power, who for the sake of convenience I choose to call God. I don't know how to 
expand on this but there is a saying that goes, "For those with a god no 
explanation is necessary. For those without a god no explanation is possible." My 
God has nothing to do with religion and everything to do with truth. A personal 
God lives through me. It puts me in touch with the realm of the spirit and I'd be 
lost without it. 

As the old saying goes 'everybody dies but not everybody lives'. There have been 
many times when I've been paralysed into inactivity through fear. I've been too 
frightened to live. I really admire anyone who goes beyond that fear. It's great 
when someone does something like going over the Niagara Falls in barrel or 
decides to travel to Japan on roller skates. They probably didn't feel particularly 
courageous. They just took a leap of faith and went for it. That is what inspires 
me. I love to hear all about their experiences but I also like to have some of my 
own. 

A massive continent spread out before me. The Great Mystic, Maharaji Onion 
Bhaji once said, "Fuck flights." so I stuck out my thumb. After about ten minutes 
a pick-up truck pulled over. It was driven by a Mexican called Miguel. I wasn't 
sure if I should stab the fuck out of him immediately or get to know him first. I 
opted for the latter. People seem to feel comfortable in conversation with me, so 
much so, that Miguel started to confess his sins. He'd been a pickpocket and a 
drug runner for a Columbian cartel. He was just about to absolve himself of all 
guilt by getting 'the heavy stuff off his chest when his engine blew up. One of 
the best things about going around in someone else's vehicle is that it's not 
yours. I said, "Adios amigo" and got straight into another person's car. When the 
second driver dropped me off I said, "Thank you." He replied, "You're welcome, 
have a truly awesome day." Americans are much more polite, pleasant and 
positive than the English. If you were to say to someone in England, "Isn't it nice 
weather we are having?" they would reply, "Yes but it's going to rain tomorrow." 
An American would say, "Wow! You're right buddy. This is the best weather ever 
in the whole history of the world." I was so engaged in my driver's positivity that I 
completely forgot to kill the happy fucker. 

The weather was amazing and I was heading to Yellowstone National Park. I had 
some time to do some sightseeing on route to a secret location that could 


18 



unearth vital clues that would open the Z-Files. I was really enjoying my journey 
until.... 

I have never voluntarily engaged with the police (except during a riot). They are 
the ones who always initiate contact. It's never invited and always under duress. 
A highway patrol officer pulled up, got out of his car and approached me. He 
wore a very silly hat like the ranger from Yogi Bear. It was hard to take him 
seriously. I was pleasant and polite. You must always be nice to Americans or 
they will give you democracy. The first thing he said was, "Do you have any guns 
or weapons?" I said no. Then he asked, "Do you have some I.D?" I was 'packing a 
passport' in a documents holster under my arm. I talked him through it by saying 
that I was going to reach for it slowly. We didn't want a 'trigger-happy accident' 
because tramp lives matter. He checked me out on the radio to see if I was one of 
the FBI's Most Wanted. Satisfied, he informed me, "You are not allowed to solicit 
a ride but you can ask for one." I failed to understand the difference and 
requested clarification. He said, "You can't stand here with your thumb out but 
you can ask for a lift at the service station. I thought it unwise to ask, "Would it 
be ok to stay here and shout for one?" Necessity is the mother of all intention 
and I intend to ignore everything he's just said and carry on the moment he 
leaves. If he comes back I'll pretend to be an old dithering idiot that didn't 
understand what he'd just said. I've found that you can get away with things 
more when you are older and the same applies when you are young. In between 
you really should know better. 

A man with a huge smile walked over and asked if he could buy me dinner. He 
gave me five dollars. It was the complete opposite of what had just happened. 
My heart was melted by his generosity. I waited till he'd gone and burst into 
tears. I am so grateful that I can cry. I wasn't able to for years. Now it feels really 
good. I guess that's why we call it a good cry. I have never heard anyone say, 
"I've just had a really bad cry." 

Another car stopped shortly after and dropped me in small town full of hillbilly 
gunslingers. A large lady walked past openly packing a revolver, swinging from 
the hip. Curious, I asked her about her it. She said, "Yawl see a lot of it in these 
parts." There didn't appear to be any need for it. She was built like a tank and 
even if I'd had a bazooka, I wouldn't have messed with her. I informed her that, in 
England, you get a longer prison sentence for possession of a firearm than you 
would for beating someone to death with a blunt club. She seemed quite 
surprised to find out that you weren't allowed to walk around Oldham like 
Rambo. She was the reason why the Japanese never even considered an assault 
on mainland America in World War Two. They weren't bothered about the U.S 
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military. They were much more concerned with the amount of mental civilians all 
armed to the teeth. It really does tell you something when the Japs shit out. 

It was all happening here in town. There was an extravaganza; the annual 
Crayfish Festival. This is what happens: the locals get loads of crayfish, boil them 
alive, eat them and go, "Yeehaw." I've been to some rocking festivals in my time 
but this wasn't one of them. I settled down to watch some live music. A gospel 
country and western band wearing cowboy hats, big buckles and silver spurs 
came on. "Hi folks, we're called Jesus Train." They then played three songs all 
about trains before introducing a fourth. "We get a lot of trains around these 
parts, blah bollocks etc." Listening to the death throes of crayfish was more 
pleasing to the ear than this. I got chatting to some very old ladies that had 
deviated from the Knitting Circle and were heading mob handed to the village 
hall for a bingo session. I needed some punk rock energy and pensioners are very 
aggressive when it comes to bingo. I got my tickets and did some shadow boxing 
to warm up. The resulting laughter dislodged a few sets of dentures. Those 
grannies were chuffed to bits having some young eye candy in the house and got 
well horny eyeing up my legs eleven. Needless to say, they whipped my arse at 
bingo and the five dollars the guy had given me for dinner went towards feeding 
a pensioners cat. 

Back on the road a young lady stopped. As soon as American females hear an 
English accent they start swooning all over the place and say, "I luurve yaw 
accent." No one in Oldham would ever say that. She then asked, "Have you ever 
tried sushi?" No one in Oldham would ever say that either. She said, "I'd like to 
take you for dinner." I said, "I'll try anything once". Firstly she had to go round to 
her mother's house for something. Can you believe it? I've only known her five 
minutes and I'm meeting the in-laws. Her mum took an instant liking to me so I 
wasted no time in saying that I wanted her to be the first to know that both I and 
her daughter, Polly, were getting married. Polly laughed out loud and said, "Don't 
believe him mom, he's a hitchhiker." At this mom nearly fainted. I was probably 
the first serial killer she'd ever met. We went to the restaurant and Polly asked 
what I thought of the food. It was utterly horrible but I told her that I'd found it 
'different.' So there you have it: crayfish, gospel rock, bingo and raw octopus. You 
just don't get that on a Saturday night in Oldham. 

"9/11 was an inside job, Bush=war criminal." There wasn't time to read 
everything painted on the van before I was in it. "Well I'll be damned if it ain't 
that old buzzard goes by the name of Rattlesnake George." Rattlesnake 
introduced himself with a toothless grin and a firm handshake. I sat next to his 
over-friendly dog that was about a hundred years old and stunk like rotting 
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cabbage. The dog kept trying to lick me. Rattlesnake said, "Watch the dawg. Darn 
thing gone got a rectal prolapse and licks his own ass clean." I gripped the dog's 
collar with a fist of iron. Rattlesnake was a very scruffy man. He had a battered 
cowboy hat and a pair of sunglasses with one lens missing. His vehicle contained 
so much rubbish that it would be cheaper to buy a brand new car than to pay 
someone to clean this one. Rattlesnake was just one of a growing bunch of 
disgruntled Americans and he had the van to prove it. On the roof he'd fitted a 
sandwich board accusing Jewish bankers of a global conspiracy. Our conversation 
was predictably a one-sided tirade against the powers that be and how an eleven 
million strong citizens' militia armed with assault rifles were more than a match 
for the two million U.S military. He seemed to have it all worked out. 
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I finally managed to get a word in edgeways and asked where he was heading. 
He said, "Portland, Oregon." I told him Portland was in the opposite direction. He 
did a U-turn and dropped me off. Before driving the right way he called out of the 
window, "May the Lord take ya before the Devil knows yaw gone." I hoped that 
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his revolution would be more meticulously executed than his route plan. You just 
don't get this on package tours. 

Rattlesnake drove off into the distance leaving me on a vast prairie without a car 
in sight. I could hear his reptilian namesakes sounding out a deadly warning in 
the grass nearby. I'm glad I didn't butcher him. He's my kinda regular guy. 

One way to really experience a country is to get out there and live in it. 
Everywhere I've ever been on this lump of rock I've steered clear of tourism and 
holidaymakers. It's important for me to get right into the very heart of it. That's 
the only way to get a true feel for a place and meet the 'real people'. 

Suddenly a car screeches to a halt. I leapt from rattlesnake to Whitesnake. 

"Here I go again on my own, going down the only road I've ever known. Like a 
drifter I was born to be alone...., blah bollocks etc." 

I crossed the border into Idaho. This is an agricultural state that is one big 
mechanised super-farm. It supplies every single potato for monsters like 
McDonald's. I passed a potato museum and they even have a potato festival. It's 
probably called Spudstock. It's on the third Saturday in September and I will not 
be attending. These fast food farmers have got a lot to answer for. Healthy 
youngsters have been turned into genetically modified jellyflabblobs whose 
parents will readily agree that obesity is on the increase. Add a regular portion of 
fries to the average 2601b of meat, per person, per year and you've got some 
serious tit wobble going down. 

The driver took me along the Snake River which runs alongside the famous 
Oregon Trail, a route pioneered by homesteaders in the 1800's. He let me out at 
a truck stop that had once been the Hudson Bay Company's trading post. A 
tourist information board revealed that the early settlers had been plagued by 
mosquitoes, the very same ones that were eating me now. I can't even start to 
imagine the hardships endured by those first pioneers. The extreme weather 
temperatures across the Oregon Trail can go from well over ninety degrees in the 
summer to right down to minus forty in the winter. 

It was late, so I set up my tent for the night. I got tucked up in bed and buried my 
head in a copy of the Time Machine by H.G. Wells. I wondered what I'd do if I had 
my very own time machine. I would probably weigh it in for scrap metal. There 
would be absolutely no point whatsoever in returning to have a wise word with 
my younger self because I didn't listen anyway. Would I go back and do things 
differently? No, I don't think so. Regret is unproductive. I am the sum total of all 
the parts. I try not to think of past events as either good or bad. It's all just 
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accumulative experience. I do know that I am a much better person today as a 
direct result of being a poorer one then. 

One very important thing in life is having a positive mental attitude. For 
example, Oldham Athletic's start to the new season is as follows; played 5 won 0, 
drawn 0 lost 5. There is no point being defeatist. I just continue to get behind the 
team and support them no matter what. There's no point in criticising the useless 
bastards. Incidentally, just as a point of interest, Oldham Athletic has got a driving 
school attached to it called the Athletic School of Motoring. I'll wager a horse and 
cart that the pass rate is abysmal. Where were we? Ah yes, being positive. When 
I am hitchhiking I always try to be optimistic. I might have to wait. That's not the 
issue. It's how I wait. I try to enjoy the moment. It's really exciting. I never know 
who I'm going to meet or what's going to happen next. I just go with the flow and 
remind myself that flexibility is freedom and rigid certainty is the exact opposite. 

A massive juggernaut slams on its airbrakes and we're away. This is like being 
in my own road movie. I was an easy rider, "Like a true nature's child I was born, 
born to be wild." I now know why they call it the 'freeway.' The end of the 
trucker's road was over the state line into Wyoming. We cross the border and the 
next thing I know is I'm sat at the side of the road eating a melon and drinking 
coffee. The Sun is shining and I'm radiating spirituality. I feel so happy and free. I 
start crying for a second time. 

The next wait was over twelve hours without even a sniff of a lift. I never pray for 
anything specific. I always ask for the spiritual principle, which in this case 
happens to be patience. After waiting for half a day though I feel it's not 
unreasonable to start making a few demands. "OK God; you've given me enough 
patience. Now pull your finger out and do something to help." That seemed to 
work. One hundred miles further down the road and I'm ordering pizza and ice 
cream and toasting the waiter, "God bless America old chap." 

After a hearty meal my thumb's out again when a lady pulls over to ask, "Have 
you eaten?" The love and generosity I'm experiencing is overwhelming and I start 
crying yet again. All these tears are getting a bit much. I need to 'man up' and 
start a fight. 

I waited for ages again. As I've said, it's how you wait and time spent waiting can 
be very productive. A lot of the material for this book came to me at the side of 
the road. Finally I got a lift and booked into a cheap motel for the night. I must be 
getting old. When I was younger I could easily go a year without a bath. Now I 
can only go a month. I'm going to bed. Sweet dreams reader. "G'nite Maw, g'nite 
Paw. G'nite John Boy." 
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"Cock a doodle doooooo!" The next day I've got my thumb up again asking for 
help. For much of my life I've wrongly considered that asking for help is a sign of 
weakness. In my day to day life I'm pretty independent and rarely have to ask for 
anything. I feel much more comfortable being a helper than a helpee. Half of the 
spirit principle of giving unconditionally is to be able to receive in the same way. 
When I talk about receiving, it is very different from taking. There was a time 
when I felt unworthy to receive. If someone did help me then I felt I had to pay 
them back, in kind, as quickly as possible so that I owed them nothing. There 
were also situations when someone might offer something and I'd say, "Are you 
sure?" Of course they're sure and who am I to question what it's in someone's 
heart to do? When I say things like that I block the flow of love. The giver, on 
being thanked, often replies, "My pleasure."When we let love in we let it out. 
Giving and receiving is the same thing. I am learning to receive emotionally as 
well. For years I was shut down and wouldn't let anyone in. Giving and receiving 
opens us up to the life force. I'm getting better at it. I began this spiritual journey 
with no self worth, now I've got low self worth. These days I feel worthwhile 
enough to accept whatever is being offered and immediately say thanks before 
all the bullshit in my head kicks in. 

Anyway, here I go yet again. I wish someone would unconditionally give me a lift. 
I'm ready to receive it. A trucker looking like something from ZZ Top drives past. 
He waves. Most truckers are no longer allowed to pick up hitchhikers. Insurance 
companies forbid it but it's uplifting when they salute you and still recognise you 
as a part of the road from a time gone by. The Sun is shining and I'm 'feeling 
groovy.' Ah that reminds me, I must email Paul Simon and try and sell him my 
title for his new album: Paul Simon - Still homeless after all these years. 

You can't write about hitchhiking without doing the real thing. Sometimes it is 
hard work. I had thumb cramp and a change of tactics was needed, "Now for my 
next trick! I drew a Union Jack on a sign and added the words 'England to 
Yellowstone'. This told everybody that I was an unarmed tourist and not a 
psychotic serial killer. It worked a treat. A car containing two men came to a 
standstill and I hopped in. They waited till my seat belt was fastened and they 
were cruising in fifth gear before asking, "Have you ever considered taking Jesus 
into your life?" It's really easy to side step Mormons on the street but I was 
trapped. I was definitely going to murder these two. 

They stopped and dropped me at the gates of the wilderness. I decided to set up 
camp. As an overseas visitor I contribute very little financially to the tourism 
industry. I pay nothing to travel and have no intention of staying in hotels either. 
I've got a tent and some camping equipment. The tent is the difference between 
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glamping and glumping. To the casual observer someone sleeping in tent is a 
camper and someone sleeping outside is a tramp. I'm the latter cunningly 
disguised as the former. 

Now I was in the wild I had a new concern. This was bear country. Black bears 
are not really a threat. They are vegetarian, timid and will only strike if they are 
threatened or have young. Banging a couple of pans will usually scare them away. 
Grizzly bears on the other hand are powerful meat eaters and can kill. There have 
been attacks on humans but it's rare. Nonetheless 'rare' does not equate to risk 
free. Nature is very frightened of man and for the most part, very sensibly keeps 
a safe distance. I'm not really too worried. It's high summer with an abundance 
of juicy berries and fresh fish in the streams. An old sweaty tramp from Oldham 
is not going to be desirable to the palate. 

Now I consider myself reasonably skilled in the great outdoors but to watch me 
trying to put my tent up that night was like watching Professor Stephen Hawking 
trying to put up his. In March 2018 the media reported the alleged death of Mr 
Hawking. Do not believe it. He is one of the major players in a global conspiracy 
called the Z-Files. He has been 'disappeared' under the CIA witness protection 
program. His 'corpse' has been substituted for an identical inflatable body double 
and that since then there have been numerous 'Stephen sightings.' The same 
goes for any of the other major players in this book who might go and 
inconveniently 'die' in the middle of me writing the story. 

Eventually my tent was erected and I settled down to do some 'wild tramping.' 
"Zzzzzzzzzzzz!" I awoke in the middle of the night to the sound of really loud 
machinery going off Was my cover blown? Was it a black ops chopper and secret 
agents here to discern how much I actually knew about the Z-Files? Thankfully 
not as it turns out that I am thicker than grizzly bear gravy and had set up camp 
right on top of an industrial sprinkler system. 

The next day, a young couple drove me into the park and gifted me a book titled 
Death in Yellowstone detailing the many untimely demises in the area. "Aw! Gee 
thanks." It wasn't the most comforting literature I have ever read. The book 
contained a violent summary of endings by rock falls, crushing by trees, being 
boiled alive in hot springs, avalanches and attacks by wild animals. There was no 
mention of hitchhiking deaths as a separate volume is dedicated entirely to that 
subject. 

I'm sometimes asked, "Do you get frightened doing this?" The answer is I have a 
healthy caution. I joke about things but in reality I am not blase and complacent. 
I'm very aware of the potential for danger, especially from people but I am pretty 
streetwise and I trust my instincts. One thing is certain, I will not let fear stand in 
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my way and stop me. I refuse to be paralysed into inactivity on the premise that 
'something bad' might happen. 

Yellowstone National Park sits on top of the world's largest volcano. It is an area 
of outstanding natural beauty. As I write this I am looking out over Yellowstone 
Lake. This will be the epicentre when it goes bang. The water is a mirror that 
reflects the sound of silence. This landscape is above and beyond compare. It is 
the stage for some of the most diverse and hazardous wildlife anywhere in the 
world. I'm really glad that I'm armed with my BeastmasterSOOO defence kit. In 
this naturalist's dreamland one might expect to see herds of wild buffalo or 
moose, bear and perhaps a bald eagle soaring on the wing or even predators in 
packs, in the shape of the recently reintroduced wolf. Then there are mountain 
lions. This cat is on the endangered list and is very nearly extinct along with Cat 
Stevens. There is a spiritual saying that goes, "Hope for everything, expect 
nothing." which is exactly what I saw; nothing; not even a wasp. I catch a ride. A 
man drives me beyond the boundaries of Yellowstone. I'm too worried about 
encountering a concealed Bigfoot to even consider taking his life. 
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7. Desperado - The Eagles. 


"STOP, STAMPEDE! I'd like to get out of here please." From wilderness wayfaring 
we wander our way to the wonderful Wild West. The floodlights illuminated the 
Saturday night Stampede Rodeo in cowboy country. Cody, in the state of 
Wyoming, is a city founded by and named after the famous showman 'Buffalo' 
Bill Cody. It was built in the 1890's and can tell many a tall tale of the frontier. I 
managed to blag my way in on that rodeo ride for half price. I handed over a 
fistful of dollars and dashed off to find a seat. I parked my arse at the exact 
moment that everyone else unparked theirs and stood up in unison, hands on 
hearts to weep at the playing of the Star Spangled Banner. The announcer began 
to recite much needed prayers for the riders. "Jesus we pray....blah bollocks 
etc....Amen." Then an almighty roar went up and the rodeo was about to rock. 
"Yeeeeeeehaw!" It was a great show with some superb horsemanship. The music 
in the interval was fantastic and I found myself getting into country and western. 
Perhaps at my time of life punk rock is getting a trifle rowdy. 

Cody is the complete Wild West experience; you can watch historical re¬ 
enactments or get pissed on whisky and take part in an authentic saloon brawl or 
you can take selfies with a life size statue of American film icon and racist Nazi 
bastard, John Wayne. 

The town is a time capsule. You can visit a cabin where Butch Cassidy and the 
Sundance Kid holed up in between bank robberies. Another character resided 
here, went by the name of Jeremiah 'Liver Eatin' Johnson. God only knows what 
he did but a name like that earns him a place in a book like this. One can also 
visit any number of gun shops to get a real feel for that period and this. 

The Second Amendment Bill of Rights grants the right to bear arms. I asserted 
mine by having a 'Rambo shoot em up'. I had an afternoon of fantastic fun-filled 
firing; shooting things with my hired gun, a Magnum revolver. It was great, I 
really enjoyed it. 

Many states have what has become known as the 'make my day law.' It says that 
if you catch someone in your house then you are allowed to kill them. The rules 
are simple. The intruder must be fully within the building before you can shoot. 
Be advised though, if a burglar is only halfway through the window you will have 
to take him in before you 'take him out.' 
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"Go ahead punk, make my day!" 

I left Cody and rolled over the hills and far away. I saw herds of wild horses that 
roam free. They are the descendents of the original steeds first introduced by the 
Spanish conquistadors. It was the horse and the gun that shaped America. It was 
how the West was won, or lost. 
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8. Bury My Heart at Wounded Knee - Buffy Sainte-Marie 


Vast plains stretched out before me. In the 1800's over sixty million buffalo 
roamed these lands. It was home to the Plains Indians. Their territory spanned 
several states. They were divided into many tribes and were collectively referred 
to as the Sioux. This is actually a derogatory term meaning 'snakes or enemies.' In 
1868, the United States Government, desperate for more land entered into 
negotiations and secured a new treaty. In this treaty the sacred lands of the Black 
Hills were promised for all eternity. That was 'for all eternity' until gold was 
discovered. At first the government attempted to keep the prospectors out but to 
no avail. Then they tried to 'buy' the Black Hills. In response the warrior Crazy 
Horse said, "One does not sell the earth upon which the people walk." The Black 
Hills were not for sale at any price. Eventually war broke out culminating in some 
of the most dramatic events in American history. 

I crossed out of Wyoming and into Montana. As a youngster I was very 
interested in a battle that had taken place here. At the time I had only a victor's 
perspective. I didn't really understand. I thought that the goodies chased the 
baddies and the goodies always won. The goodies of my childhood were General 
Custer and the men of the U.S 7*^ Cavalry. The event I'm talking about is the 
Battle of the Little Big Horn. 

I walked onto the battlefield just as one of the guides was about to commence a 
talk. I took a seat and listened as his words brought the story to life. On the 25*^ 
June 1876, Custer's command and other units closed in on the Bighorn 
Mountains. He came upon a large Indian village and ordered an attack. The 
speaker highlighted the geography and sequence of events that culminated on 
Last Stand Hill where Custer and the remnants of his men were overwhelmed 
and wiped out. In the days leading up to the battle the great chief Sitting Bull had 
received a vision in which he saw 'Many Bluecoats falling from the sky.' Custer 
was just one of nearly 270 soldiers killed in action that day. The battle remains 
controversial. Whether it was a military blunder is still debatable but the 
massacre gave the government the 'excuse' it needed to finally subdue the Plains 
Tribes. The Indians' victory was very short lived. In the time that followed they 
scattered in small bands and were relentlessly pursued and forced to relocate 
onto the reservations or be declared hostile. Sitting Bull and his followers fled to 
Canada. Eventually though, cold and hungry, they crossed back over the border 
and surrendered in 1881 where they were confined at Standing Rock reservation. 
Sitting Bull later appeared as an 'attraction' in Buffalo Bill Cody's famous touring 
Wild West Show. Here he was taunted by spectators who chanted, "Custer's 
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Killer!" The Great Chief was eventually murdered by his own people; 'Indian 
Police' in blue coats sent by white men to arrest him. The guide's talk was 
powerful and moving but above all it was objective. When it ended I thanked the 
speaker and gave him a sombre handshake before making my way to the 
monuments that commemorate the fallen. Here I sat in silence. 

One of the last major events of the Indian Wars occurred in 1890. Chief Big Foot 
and his band were gunned down in the bitter ice and snow of Wounded Knee 
Creek. An estimated 300 men, women and children were killed, in what many 
considered an act of revenge by soldiers of Custer's former regiment, the 7*^ 
Cavalry. This signalled the very end of the traditional ways. This atrocity is just 
another glimpse of the genocide that swept over all of the Americas. These 
events are not in the distant past. My Dad could have been cradled by one of the 
eight surviving Indian participants of the Battle of Little Big Horn who were 
reunited in 1948. 

The Indian Wars are still raging. In 1973 Wounded Knee was occupied by 
members of the American Indian Movement who demanded the renegotiation of 
broken treaties. Standing Rock reservation was recently the scene of mass 
protests as multinational oil companies carved a pipeline through Indian land. 
Uranium is being mined on sacred lands prompting the campaign 'Black Hills 
Matter.' A once proud and noble race has been reduced to subhuman under the 
tyranny of addiction and alcoholism and soothed into compliance by welfare 
cheques. The only evidence of how these great people once lived is in some 
fucked up museum. In 2017 Tribal Elders declared a state of emergency. 

The United States was built on bloodshed and brutality. It continues to this day, 
here and all over the world. Americans are still parading under the flag of 
'Manifest Destiny,' the belief that U.S expansion is unstoppable. 

I can only write and share my own thoughts and experiences which somehow 
don't feel enough. I can't even touch on such a heart wrenching subject. The 
author Dee Brown offers a compelling view in his book: Bury My Heart at 
Wounded Knee which is where I'll leave my heart and say no more. 
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9. On the Road Again - Canned Heat 


Years ago when I was studying acting I was introduced to a theatre game called 
'Yes Let's.' There's only one rule and that is you are not allowed to say no. If 
someone suggests something you must reply, "Yes Let's." Even with something as 
unlikely as, 'Let's celebrate Oldham Athletic winning a game,' you must be 
enthusiastic, open to the proposition and do it without question. The objective is 
to create a space that removes personal preference, one that inspires 
spontaneous action. The outcome is the development of a childlike quality that 
embraces everything. It's great fun. You can't fail because all you have to do is 
say, "Yes!" The results do not matter. I try to employ this same technique when I 
am travelling. That way it's great if I get a lift and great if I don't. The freedom 
that comes from letting go of outcomes is brilliant. 

I was giving my thumb a serious workout when a bloke pulled over. "Where you 
going?" he asked. I was going to a place called Heart Mountain. In 1942, a couple 
of months after the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbour, the U.S Government 
issued orders for the internment of all persons of Japanese ancestry. They were 
forcibly rounded up and relocated to confinement sites like Heart Mountain. In 
the three years that this camp operated, 14,000 people, mostly American 
citizens, were detained here. They were held in appalling conditions. To add 
insult to injury the men were issued with conscription orders to serve 'their 
country' in World War II. They refused to fight whilst their families remained 
incarcerated. They were then jailed in the penitentiary as criminals. The actor 
George Takei better known as Mr Sulu from the original Star Trek series was 
locked up in one of these centres at the age of six. After the War, the site was 
levelled and forgotten for many years until it was reopened as a museum and a 
remembrance centre. Replicas of the billet huts and a watch tower were built 
and with the resurrection of Heart Mountain George came here and revisited his 
past before going on to share his memories on radio and television. It now stands 
as an enduring legacy to yet another disgusting chapter in America's short 
history. In 1988 the federal Government issued an official apology and put the 
whole episode down to 'wartime hysteria.' Why did it take them so long? 

It was late in the day and time to look for somewhere to pitch my tent. As I 
searched I was confronted by a redneck. I told him that I was looking for a place 
to sleep. He said, "Better getcha ass back on the road boy." I thought that was a 
bit much on stolen Indian land. "White Man speak with forked tongue." I walked 
a little further and found a good spot to set up camp. 
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Another question I sometimes get asked is, "Do you get frightened sleeping out 
alone at night?" The answer is no. I find and sleep in places where no one would 
ever discover me. Even God says, "Where did he just disappear to?" I enjoy being 
alone. The Great Mystic Maharaji Onion Bhaji once said, "Fuck friends." I love the 
solitude of the road. There's a big difference between being alone and being 
lonely. Loneliness is a longing for something. I have had to learn to like my own 
company. I take me everywhere so it's much better to have a good version of 
myself along for the ride. 

The Sun is baking hot. I find the company of a shady tree and relax. There's so 
much happening here when nothing is actually going on. An Osprey flies past, a 
colony of ants march to and fro with industrial purpose and I notice that 
someone has carelessly discarded a banana skin on the floor. I ask you, "How 
irresponsible is that?" 

The weather cools down and I get back to hitchhiking. After several hours it 
becomes clear that St Christopher is having a day off and it's always a good sign 
of a bad spot when vultures start to circle above. I started to walk. Cue Bob 
Dylan: "How many roads must a man walk down, before you call him a man? The 
answer my friend Is blowing in the wind, the answer is blowing in the wind." 

My hippy hike was halted as a campervan rolled up and an elderly woman 
introduced herself in a thick Texan drawl, "Hi, I'm Barney." As the conversation 
developed I realised that she had second guessed me. "I don't mind picking yawl 
up. If you kill me it's because ma times up. It sure as hell ain't gonna stop me 
helping folk." That's a good attitude and I said as much. Barney had recently lost 
her husband who had been in the Vietnam War. He used to wake up in the night 
screaming. Now that 'the Nam' had been put to bed she was able to focus on a 
cat sanctuary that she ran. I recited my journey thus far and Barney suggested I 
might want to rest up a couple of days at her place, 'Yes Let's'. 

I love the diversity of characters that you meet on the road. Many of them have 
travelled themselves and know what it's like. Others like Barney are just happy to 
offer a helping hand. She seemed a gentle if somewhat eccentric sort and I 
figured she wasn't going to scalp me. We arrived at Barney's house. It was 
horrific and looked like something from the Texas Chainsaw Massacre. There was 
an old rocking chair on the porch where she must have sat with a shotgun. 
Outside in a pen was a decrepit old horse with an enormous dick and on seeing 
him she remembered that she had to go and pick up some hay from the local 
Amish. 
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Dear old Aunty Barney. 

The journey took us down a dusty track and back into the 1600's. We ground to a 
halt in a farmyard. A group of women in shawls and bonnets spotted us and 
quickly scuttled into a wooden building. I had to laugh to myself How did I end 
up in this dress rehearsal for the Salem Witch Trials? The Amish were established 
in 1693 and have remained there to this day. Trapped in history, they shun 
everything modern. Cars are rejected in favour of horse drawn buggies, although 
there's some Amish loophole that allows them to use public transport. A 
barefooted Amish man wearing a traditional hat and braces approached us. He 
had a beard so long that he could have wiped his arse on it - he probably does. I 
decided he was called Zeek. Barney introduced me all the way from England. 
Zeek went on the defensive and tentatively asked, "Have you seen the TV 
documentary Amish Mafia?" I wondered how the fuck does he know what's on 
television? I have actually watched it, it's hilarious. He was concerned that the 
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reputation of the Amish had been tarnished as far afield as Oldham and seemed 
anxious to set the record straight. 

A young lad sat on a horse drawn plough nearby. He was bored out of his skull. 
I'm not an advocate of drugs these days but I felt that he would really benefit 
from some. I asked if we could all pose for a group photograph. The answer was a 
definite NO! They also shun modern photography. If only I'd have brought my 
Nineteenth-century-antique-cameramasterSOOO. Anyway, here we are in a group 
photograph that they couldn't refuse. 



Returning to the Cat Sanctuary, Barney was keen to introduce me to her feline 
friends. She opened the front door and I just stood there in disbelief The place 
was beyond disgusting. She had more cats than she had flies. 'Sanctuary' was a 
bit far-fetched. I'd forgotten to bring the FlyfloggerSOOO so I got out of there very 
quickly and narrowly avoided death by toxoplasmosis. Barney came back out of 
the house with a spade and three shoe boxes and said "I sure as hell would be 
grateful if yawl help me bury ma babies." The shoe boxes were cat coffins. Some 
of her cats had unsurprisingly died. I asked, "How long have they been in the 
freezer?" She said she didn't have a freezer and the cats had been left, on the 
side, in the kitchen, until such time she could find an able bodied grave digger. I 
then asked how long they had been left on the side. She replied, "Only about 
three weeks." "ONLY!" I dug a hole and laid her babies to rest in the pet cemetery 
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whilst Barney added their names, in marker pen, to a wall of remembrance. 
There were a lot of names on that wall and it called into question what she 
actually knew about 'cat rescue.' The next day I said goodbye to Barney and it 
was only when we exchanged numbers and she spelt it out that it became clear 
she was actually called Bonnie. 

I was hot on the heels of the Z-Files again. I first became aware of their presence 
in 1977. I wasn't a reverend in those days, I was a choirboy. I used to do phoney 
door to door fundraising for the church and keep the money and go to the 
pictures. It was here that I first saw the science fiction blockbuster Close 
Encounters of the Third Kind. As a youngster I got really into extraterrestrials. I 
studied every UFO book in the universe and immersed myself in the subject for 
the next forty years. Nothing useful ever came of it. That is, nothing useful until 
now when I became a contactee and telepathically received a message from 
outer space saying, "You are the chosen one to carry out Mission Improbable." 

Sometimes I like to walk and hitchhike at the same time. I find 'thumbing it' a 
lot more relaxing in my autumn years. Getting old and being ugly is brilliant. I'm 
fifty although I only look forty nine and a half. In my younger days I would get 
rides from perverts who just wanted to ride me. When I was a hot tramp I got 
more lifts and more problems. Now that I look like the Elephant Man there are 
less rides but they are stress free. These days everything will be just fine as long 
as I keep my mouth shut and don't let slip my aphrodisiac accent. 

A police vehicle stopped. The cop wound down his window and shouted across 
the road, "This is a National Park. You can't hitchhike here!" I nodded and said 
nothing in case he heard my husky voice and fancied me. I waited for him to 'do 
one' so I could carry on. I thought to myself, that wouldn't have happened if the 
'Injuns' still owned the land. Imagine my delight a few minutes later when I saw 
him again, this time in a civilian car, driving off duty. It turns out I didn't need a 
lift to where I was going anyway. 

I strolled round a bend and came face to face with the Four Florsemen of the 
Apocalypse. The likenesses of four of America's presidents have been hewn from 
solid granite. They glare out over conquered Indian lands with the All Seeing Eye. 
The imposing Mount Rushmore sits in the heart of the Black Flills. In 1927 some 
nobhead decided it would be a good idea to carve out the faces of George 
Washington, Abraham Lincoln and a couple of other blokes. They have been 
chiselled from the cliff face. Each 'mush' is 60ft high. Mount Rushmore receives 
three million visitors a year all of whom must have nothing better to do. It is a 
hideous eyesore referred to as a 'National Monument.' The Black Flills are a 
sacred place to the Native Americans; talk about rubbing salt in the wound. I 
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wish the Taliban would do a 'bazooka job' on it and change it back to a more 
aesthetically pleasing mountain. 

The Indians, not to be outdone, have taken up their own hammer and chisel to 
carve out a one-upmanship reply. The still-in-progress Crazy Horse monument, 
eight miles south will be a statue of the man himself. This galloping warrior with 
the wind in his hair will be the largest sculpture ever carved. Its creators have 
refused all government funding. The little redskins are patiently chipping away. 
The completion date is estimated to be a couple of weeks before the Sun finally 
runs out of hydrogen and explodes. The whole episode is idiotic. If Mr Crazy 
Horse could see what was going on he'd say something like, "Please frack-blast 
that and re-rubble this nonsense immediately." 

As I was leaving Mount Rushmore, two police officers saw me hitchhiking and 
were not going to give me the 'thumbs up.' At the shift hand-over the last cop I 
met must have mentioned that there was a psychotic hitchhiker loose in the park 
because these two said, "You have been warned." They were really pleased with 
themselves. Being a policeman in rural Plants-ville must be quite uneventful. 
Now they had a real hippy to bust. They went through all my things with a fine- 
tooth comb. "What's this? What's that? What have you been smoking through 
this pen?" 

There is a dark energy that seeks to impose its will on us. Authority can make us 
feel powerless, but we are not. I make a point of being pleasant, respectful and 
polite when dealing with them. David Icke calls them 'repeaters.' Whatever they 
are told to repeat they repeat, without question, forever. When this mindset is 
met with disagreement, it digs in deeper and becomes more firmly entrenched. 
Getting angry or violent validates everything they've been told to repeat. You 
cannot throw a brick at a mindset. It must be met with a higher self I am coming 
to understand that it's all about vibes. Their energy is fear and it must be faced 
head on with its antithesis, love. That's the deal in life. There's love and there's 
fear. Every single thought, word and action is based in one or the other. It's a very 
simple game. The rules are: if they are nice I am nice and if they are nasty, then I 
am nice. That way I am part of the solution and not the problem. Love is the only 
way. Being nice gently forces them to reconnect with our shared humanity. The 
human mind is diseased. A prescription of love therapy is the only cure. "All you 
need is love and love is all you need." Anyway, it worked a treat because the next 
thing you know I'm in back of the police car and the bastards are giving me a lift. 
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Arriving at the destination for my Close encounter of the First Kind, I clutched the 
SaucermasterSOOO alien detection kit which is all well and good for finding them, 
but what if they find me first? And what if they abduct me and subject me to 
anal probing? Worry not reader. The Cub Scout motto is 'Be Prepared.' I was also 
packing the Butt-MasterSOOO rectal chastity belt with detachable rubber plugs, 
available in a range of summer colours for a limited period only. I was going to 
get to the bottom of all this. With trepidation I walked out of the Sun and into 
the shadow of the Tower of the Devils. 
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10. Earth Verses the Flying Saucers. 1956 


Devils tower is a 1267ft monolith dramatically rising towards the stars. It is sixty 
million years old and geologists are still unsure exactly how it was formed. It 
featured prominently as 'the meeting place' in the film Close Encounters of the 
Third Kind. 



As I looked up, I could feel its magnificence. I'm poetically moved. Alone it 
stands, forlorn in sedimentary solitude. What power. What presence. I feel a part 
of it. Yes! "I am a rock, I am an island." That reminds me that I must email that 
Paul Simon bloke to sell him my album title Paul Simon - Still homeless after all 
these years. 

This place is a favourite hangout for extraterrestrials to eat, meet and greet. I had 
received an invitation in the post to join them for a milkshake and an informal 
chat to discuss the Z-Files. Aliens use many methods to make contact. They have 
even hacked into our modern technology to communica... "Beep, Beep!" "Ah! 
That'll be a text from them now. Excuse me." 
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"rev....sori.no can show.meet at secret location.hitchhike ther ...drivers 

dispensable....dont b L8.. ps oldham lost 3-0. angry supporter escorted from 
pitch for berating players.. LMFAO" 

I am pig sick of Oldham Athletic. We couldn't even win on Hook a Duck. I've had 
decades of this joyless shit. Enough is enough. I can't take anymore. I'm going to 
book a one way ticket to Switzerland. Just before I could make the reservation I 
received a telepathic message in the form of a tune 

"Dur, dur, dur, dur, duuur." Within the musical notes I could hear directions and I 
was able to decipher a grid reference to a new rendezvous. It was a daunting 
distance exactly 1000 miles away. It's alright for those aliens zipping round in a 
fast spaceship; they can get there in no time. My journey took me more than a 
week. 

I went south, through the state of Utah and past Salt Lake City which was 
founded by the Mormons in 1847. They are a 'far out, weird ass bunch.' Some 
branches of their church are polygamists. Recently their leader, not content with 
ten wives, moved onto the children and moved beyond them into the state 
penitentiary. 

My mind was so preoccupied with the Z-Files that I completely neglected to 
terminate any of my drivers. The survivors included two lesbians that told me 
about a 'rock show' which turned out to be little more than a flint and fossil 
swopping frenzy. I did not slaughter an attorney 'driving' one of the brand new, 
autonomous robot cars. Also spared was an Iraqi war veteran who said his 
biggest regret in life was that he didn't send more of those 'towel heads' to meet 
Allah. Finally, in an encounter surpassing the most creative fiction, I was lifted 
and shifted by 'the Mistress,' a butch bitch dominatrix. She was into bondage and 
punishment. I've not had a girlfriend in ages and wondered if I should add sex 
slave to my CV? I pictured myself in my vicar's collar, dressed in leather on a 
tether being spanked in a naughty boy session. I didn't even consider killing her 
and was more concerned with her killing me, or worse. Happily, she 'dumped' me 
at the side of the road. 

A desert stretched out before me. My map informed me that this was route 375 
but a sign spelt out very different declassified information. This road, officially 
recognised and named in 1996 for purposes of tourism was the mysterious 
Extraterrestrial Highway. 


39 







E.T. Highway runs for one hundred miles and goes directly to the Secret Location 
of which I am not permitted to speak of under the unofficial secrets act 1984. It is 
an area of intense UFO activity. Its isolation makes it one of the least travelled 
thoroughfares in the United States. Along the route there used to be a black 
mailbox for the postman to deliver letters to the Secret Location. It was on a road 
called Mailbox Road, a name that would not arouse suspicion. The people 
working inside the Secret Location got so fed up with spies stealing the electric 
bill and pizza promotions that the box was removed and replaced with a more 
secure one. The new box was painted white. With this cunning 'switch' no one 
would ever suspect a thing. The break-ins continued until they eventually 
removed the Box altogether and decided to use email. 

I was thinking outside the Box and beyond the horizon towards the Secret 
Location. I stood teetering on the brink of the precipice of proof and prepared for 
my Close Encounter of the Second Kind. "Beep, Beep!" "Ah! It's the Aliens." 

"reverend...mission improbable, objective, secure Z Files at all costs.proceed 

with caution to AREA 51. this message will self destruct." 


Situated in the Nevada Desert 80 miles North West of Las Vegas is a place known 
as Area 51. It is named from a grid reference on a map. The name Area 51 was 
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first mentioned in a CIA document from the Vietnam War. The official name is 
Groom Lake. It has also been referred to as Dreamland and Paradise Ranch. The 
facility was built in 1955 by the C.I.A and was used to research 'Black Projects.' 
The site sits beneath 25 square miles of the world's most restricted air space and 
is protected by a wall of mountains. Area 51 is only a small part of a huge military 
establishment that covers nearly 500 square miles and consists of numerous test 
sites and firing ranges. The region was most active during the Cold War. 
Hundreds of nuclear weapons have been detonated in this area. During the 
1950's tourists would flock to nearby Vegas to watch the mushroom clouds. 

The U2 spy plane which was used to monitor Soviet activities was developed 
and flown from here. More recent developments have been 'radar invisible' 
stealth bombers. Some researchers suggest that ominous research is being 
carried out to build UFO's using technology from captured craft. 

I spoke to several people who claimed to have actually worked at Area 51 as 
civilian contractors. All their stories were remarkably consistent. Each day they 
were flown in and out on a shuttle service of unmarked aircraft with blacked out 
windows. One witness claimed that after disembarking they would be hooded 
before being transported to the work area. 

In internet searches Area 51 has had 91 million hits. For decades the authorities 
categorically denied its existence until in 2013, under mounting pressure for 
disclosure and a Freedom of Information Act request, the Government did a 
dramatic U-turn and released an official statement. 

"We do, in fact, have a top secret base that absolutely no one else is aware of." 

I stuck out my thumb on Extraterrestrial Highway and immediately got a lift. The 
driver asked, "Where do you want to go?" I said, "Take me to your leader." This 
was a joke that I'd lined up as an icebreaker. The gag was wasted on him and I 
saw it dissipate as it went completely over his head. I climbed into a rusty old 
pick up and we drove away. The driver was typical of the vehicle he was driving. 
He wore a baseball cap, checked shirt and grey moustache. I had him down as 
about seventy, the same age as the van. I can't remember his name so I'll make 
one up that does him justice: Harry the Hick. Beside him was a cowhand who just 
nodded and remained mute for the entire journey, which was absolutely fine 
with Harry because he spoke for everybody and about everybody. It soon 
became clear that Harry hated aliens, especially Mexicans. He said they should all 
be shot. He then declared war on 'the Reds' by saying, "God damn commie 
bastards, next thing you know you'll be waking up with a 'nip' in ya bed." He 
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continued his tirade and with one word, "WOMEN!" he annexed half the world's 
population to face his firing squad. I wondered if he had enough ammunition. 
Then he calmed down and became softly spoken as he told me about the area's 
history and pointed out various flora and fauna. It was short lived. He 'ramped it 
up' again, this time with a diatribe against the American and British 
Governments. "Fuck this, fuck that etc." I knew that all this profanity was going to 
lower the tone of my book but I don't agree with censoring the foul mouthed 
cunt. Harry put right all that was wrong with the world. It took him just five 
minutes. He then remembered that he'd forgotten someone and pumped up the 
volume to launch a verbal assault on Her Majesty the Queen. He called her a 
mother fucker. I said nothing. The First Amendment Bill of Rights forbids the 
making of any laws that impede free speech. 

Harry told me that he lived in the town of Rachel. It is the only settlement on E.T. 
Highway. Rachel is a loose scattering of dwellings with a population of 100. I 
found out that 1% of the population was black when Harry said, "Can you believe 
it? We only gone got ourselves a NIGGER in town... he darn gone fucked all the 
women." I burst out laughing and so did Harry. He dropped me in Rachel, pointed 
out his house and told me to give him a knock if I was in need of anything. I 
didn't kill Harry because fair's fair, he didn't kill me. 

The town of Rachel, Nevada would be a very ordinary place were it not for one 
quaint attraction; the Little Alei'Inn is a world famous extraterrestrial themed 
pub and shop. On approach you are greeted by life size E.T. statues and signs that 
direct pilots to 'park' their craft in the specially designated saucer bays. A 
recovery truck is parked outside and has a broken down UFO suspended from the 
crane. The pub has featured in several films most notably the alien invasion 
movie Independence Day. The restaurant menu boasts dishes such as the Saucer 
burger whilst the souvenir shop has a range of books and E.T. themed toys 
including a 'must have' catapult that launches rubber aliens. You fire them at a 
wall and they stick to it. I'm going to have hours of fun with that. In amongst all 
the other UFO paraphernalia I discovered a box of test tubes. Each was labelled 
AREA 51 and contained radioactive soil samples. I purchased one for my brother. 
He is a geologist. If he can be arsed he might carry out detailed analysis. At the 
very least we have conclusive, tangible evidence; 'The Proof is in there.' 

I set up my tent nearby and relaxed. It was a beautiful clear evening and I looked 
to the Heavens. I am reasonably knowledgeable when it comes to the night sky. 
That evening there was so little light pollution and so many stars that I couldn't 
actually find some of the constellations that I knew. I feel sad that some people 
in urban areas will never see the night sky as it truly is because the city lights 
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extinguish this celestial fire. I watched an electric lightning storm beyond the 
mountains. It was strange to have both a clear sky and a storm going on 
simultaneously. I turned in for the night and was woken with my tent being 
battered by a gale. Rain was lashing off the sides as the storm had decided to pay 
me a visit. Cue Bob Dylan: "Don't need a weatherman to know which way the 
wind blows." Because the evening had been so calm I hadn't felt the need to peg 
the tent down. Now I was about to be blown over the hills into Area 51. I was 
really pissed off and angry. It was my mistake but there was no way I was ever 
going to admit fault. I turned up the BlamethrowerSOOO and aimed it in the 
direction of Ray Mears. This sort of thing never happens to him. Whenever he 
goes camping it's always 'really nice' and everything goes according to plan. I'll 
wager a black pudding that he sets up camp and films himself in glorious 
isolation before venturing into the Great Indoors, to a top hotel, to count the 
money. And how on God's Green Earth does someone, who claims to be a 
'bushman,' have skin smoother than a baby's bum? I reckon he's soft as shit and 
wouldn't last a minute out in the wilds with me. 

The wild, windy weather waned and I settled down to sleep. I had a busy day 
tomorrow. I was going to Area 51. We are entangled in a state controlled web of 
lies. I will unravel the threads of deceit and disinformation. In the morning the 
Reverend will turn conspiracy theory into conspiracy fact. Sweet dreams reader 
"G'nite Maw, g'nite Paw." "G'nite John Boy." 

"Cock a doodle doooooo!" The next day I was up at the crack of dawn consulting 
my 'to do list:' 

1. Inventory contents of my MissionmasterSOOO kit: Picnic, spectacles, testicles 
and all the resticles. "CHECK!" 

2. Synchronise watches and revise mission statement. "Locate and expose the 
contents of the Z-Files for the future of mankind and the Dawning of a New 
Golden Age." "CHECK!" 

I had hired a quad bike to drive to the base perimeter some fifteen miles away. It 
kicked up such a cloud of dust that it would be impossible to conceal my arrival. I 
was now prepared for my Close Encounter of the Second Kind. 

The classification of UFO encounters was collated by Professor J. Allen Hyneck, an 
astronomer and eminent ufologist. He worked with the Government on top 
secret UFO projects. Close Encounters fall into three distinct categories. An 
encounter of the first kind is close up visual observation. The second is when 
physical effect or evidence is experienced or gathered. This can include electrical 
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equipment malfunction, burns, animal reaction or a carelessly forgotten alien 
deckchair. A close encounter of the third kind is one in which an animated 
creature is present. This includes robots. 

I continued along the dusty road until my way was barred by an unmanned 
checkpoint. This was the threshold of Area 51. "I feel walls, a fortress deep and 
mighty, that none may penetrate." Ah! That reminds me I must email Paul Simon 
with my title for his new album.- Paul Simon - Still Homeless after all these years. 



There are no fences. None are needed. Along the perimeter hidden sensors 
detect all movement and concealed snipers have you in their telescopic sights. 
What devilry lay beyond? ; Certainly intrusive rectal experiments.... but what 
else? My every move was being scrutinised by the All Seeing Eye. I felt most 
unwelcome but stood true to the wise words of the Great Mystic Maharaji Onion 
Bhaji, "Fuck Feds!" I was standing on public land and I had every right to be here. 
If I was to cross 'the line' then I am subject to the jurisdiction and lethal force of 
the New World Order. 

I drove back into town and who should I see but the very same Afro Caribbean, 
ethnic minority, Negro gentleman mentioned by Flarry the Flick. Fie waved and 
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judging by the grin on his face it was clear that he was an authority on 'black ops' 
and anal probing. 

I wanted to get back down to earth and planned to take a holiday from the 
nightmare of the Z-Files. I decided to do some California dreaming. I set off on 
the road to Hollywood to go on a murder tour and meet Charles Manson (alive at 
the time), Phil Spector and OJ Simpson all of whom learnt their trade whilst 
hitchhiking. 

DO NOT! I repeat DO NOT hitchhike on Extraterrestrial Highway. Harry the Hick 
was beginners luck. There is more chance of being picked up by a flying saucer 
than by a car. I spent two whole days on that road trying to get a ride. Is that a 
bad thing? Well it's all a matter of value attachment. If I want to smash my 
previous world waiting record of nineteen hours after the Glastonbury festival in 
1986 then it's a darn good thing. However, my present predicament is beyond a 
joke. There is absolutely nothing funny whatsoever about a fifty year old, punk 
rock reverend from Oldham, stranded in the desert, hitchhiking for forty eight 
hours on a road called Extraterrestrial Highway outside a top secret military base.| 













There was one car every hour and I could see them as they came over the 
horizon which gave me ample time to get some prayers in. I read some 
hitchhiking graffiti scrawled on a road sign. It said, "Please God I really need a 
ride." I looked round and there was no skeleton to be seen, thus I had been 
presented with conclusive proof of the existence of God. I was growing bored and 
old and I wondered what had happened to the aliens and our prearranged 
meeting. They are shit and never turn up. These were close encounters of the 
'turd' kind. "Beep, Beep!" Ah that'll be them now. 

"sori rev...broke down...saucer in garage...head new mexico...c u ther xxx." 

The Hollywood Murder Tour would have turned out to be a busman's holiday so 
when I got offered a lift in the opposite direction I did a U-turn and headed to 
New Mexico via Sin City. Viva Las Vegas. 
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11. Subterranean Homesick Blues - Bob Dylan 


When I self published my first book, the widely acclaimed and globally received 
Down and Out and up Again, an autobiography and winner of the 'No-bull Peas 
Prize for literature, that was distributed using no thinly veiled marketing 
techniques to boost sales and one that is still available for purchase by contacting 
the email on PAGE 1 for the very reasonable sum of only five pounds plus p&p, 

I knew that there was so much more I wanted to say. 

Condensed travelogues can be dynamic, inspirational and entertaining in nature. 
It's easy to write a compact and edited version of events that presents a 
romanticised view. That tells only half the story. To get a realistic look it's good to 
see the bigger picture. When I decided to do this journey I had another book in 
mind. I also needed it to be a challenge. Of course I wanted to enjoy it but this 
kind of adventure is not always enjoyable. That's the difference between holidays 
and adventures. 

This journey is one of self discovery and requires some courage. When I step out 
of the door, onto the open road and into the unknown, I leave certainty behind. 
Life can become one big version of, 'Yes Let's' and that is the path. It's very 
simple really. It is learning how to let life happen. You might as well anyway, 
because control is a hilarious illusion and I quote, "If you want to give God a 
laugh, tell him your plans." The first thing to do is to become a no plan man. The 
road is the perfect place to do that. 

A positive mindset is absolutely essential. If you believe it, you can achieve it. 
You just have to want to do it. I was never told that at school. It seemed that 
their job was not to fan the flames but to piss on the fire. It's no wonder that I 
grew up believing everything was impossible and beyond me. I never attempted 
anything because I was destined to fail. It was only when I started to learn some 
good shit that questioned their shit, that I was able to get their shit out and the 
good shit in. Here's how. 

I am going to use juggling as my chosen specialised subject. "Reverend you have 
two minutes on your chosen specialised subject starting now." Years ago, 
somebody bought me some juggling balls for Christmas. I was very ungrateful 
and thought, "Why did you buy me these? I can't do that, etc." That was until I 
attempted the 'impossible.' I changed my thinking from, no I can't, to 'yes I can. 
'Yes I can,' is the key to becoming a good player in the game of Yes Let's. In the 
game there are actually three players: there's the Heart who is really thrilled with 
the idea, the Head who thinks it's a load of crap and then there's the Hero, that's 
me. So, we start tossing balls into the air. The Head says, "You're shit, you keep 
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dropping the balls." The Heart answers, "This is fun and dropping the balls is as 
much a part of it as catching them." It doesn't matter what your specialised 
subject is, the attitudes of these two are always the same. I don't have to be 
Mastermind to know which one of them I want to listen to. After a bit of practice 
both the Heart and the Hero can perform a clumsy 'keepy up' for a few seconds. 
We both want to get better at it and that is the most important word; 'want.' I 
really wanted to travel across America and I really wanted to write a book and 
share my experiences. The Head was frightened about the idea and had even 
compiled a 'not to do' list: Don't go here, don't go there and certainly don't do 
any hitchhiking... in fact, DON'T GO, full stop. 

Back to the juggling and the Heart has managed a pretty neat three ball juggle. 
The Head's quietened down a little because the heart is dropping the balls less 
and less and knows that eventually it won't drop them at all. Some experienced 
jugglers are smiling and watching. "Haha!" says the Head, "You two are going to 
make complete fools of yourselves." The Heart quietly informs the Head that 
skilled people were not born with their skills. Meanwhile the game of 'Yes Let's' 
is gathering momentum. Bigger and better tricks are being attempted. I'm 
listening more and more to the Heart. He's fun. The Head strikes me as a 
negative sort of fellow. After playing 'Yes Let's' for some time, we're now working 
and inviting other people to attempt the impossible at the circus skills workshops 
we've developed. We've also invited the Head along to come and work with us. 
He is now happy because he's been restored to his proper place which is working 
things out and counting the money. 

When I was a youngster I viewed the world as a hostile environment; a jungle 
where I just had to survive. It was little wonder that I was very untrusting of 
people. With age and experience, that thinking has changed. I now know that the 
vast majority of people are just everyday folk, like me, trying as best they can to 
get on with life. Most will do you a good turn before a bad one. 'Stranger danger' 
can be a powerful belief, one that can stop us from connecting with each other. 
I've been shown time and time again that it is a myth both unfounded and 
ungrounded. My experience has shown me that it's just not like that. 

I cannot even begin to tell you how much help I've received from complete 
strangers on this trip. For every entertaining character that I've described there 
have been ten others who have simply opened up their hearts, allowed me into 
their car and into their lives. We discussed normal things like the weather. Maybe 
we had coffee together or went for a meal. We were a part of each other's lives 
albeit for a brief moment in time. They were being of service and many did much 
more for me than I was asking for. I was taken on detours to places of interest. 
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Some drivers went miles out of their way to leave me at a good spot to continue. 
One guy took me to his home, fed and watered me and put me back on the road 
the following day. A nurse told me that for this year she planned to do twelve 
random acts of kindness for total strangers. One of those acts was picking me up 
and another had been donating one of her kidneys to someone she would never 
meet. She also told me that true wisdom is allowing everyone you meet to enrich 
your life. I have been blessed to meet these wonderful people. I remember all 
their smiles, handshakes and messages of good luck. Every single one of them 
took a risk and reached out and I treasure every meeting and parting, every 
beginning and end. 

Many people don't travel themselves for whatever reason, but they love a 
traveller. They want to be a part of the journey by helping you along the way. 
They are such a big part of the story, because without them the story cannot be 
told. This is what keeps me going; the drive to do better, to be better and to live 
by the example of selfless people who help for no other reason than that they 
can. I have great faith in Humanity. I absolutely believe that the spirit will 
triumph. It cannot fail. Maybe it won't happen in our lifetime. It doesn't really 
matter. Eventually we will get tired of fear and change players in the game of 'Yes 
Let's.' 

The reader is also a big part of the story. I am grateful that we are travelling this 
road together. Thank you for walking with me. It's good to have some company, 
because each day it can feel like I'm on my own. Let it be known that doing this is 
one of the most challenging things I've ever done. So far, the story sounds like it's 
been all fun and really easy but that's not the full story. There have been many 
times when I've questioned what I'm doing? There have been times when I've 
felt lost, lonely, vulnerable and frightened and not known what to do next. I 
really want to write a book about a road trip and material for a book like that is 
only accumulated one way. I don't want a watered down fantasy. I want the 
whole package, warts 'n all. I remember walking through deserts in 90 degree 
heat, hauling my heavy bag, and dreaming of being home. I'm struggling and I've 
not eaten for days. I'm filthy, exhausted, the heat is driving me insane and the 
battery is flat. I feel like I've had enough. I just have to take one more step and 
keep going, simple as that. You can't give up just because things are getting a bit 
hard. It's folly to step 'out there' and then step back in again. I can't throw the 
towel in. How many brilliant things would not come to pass if people just packed 
up and pissed off? I never give up, not ever. When I set my mind to something it's 
as good as done. Could you imagine reading a book that was starting to gather 
momentum and all of a sudden the hero says, "I'm going home." I'd think what a 
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complete shitbag. What about Mission Improbable and the dramatic revelations 
contained in the dark pages of the Z-Files? What about the future of the Human 
Race? 

You are with me every step of the way. You are here right now and you'll be 
present again when you're reading this. I'm duty bound to honour you by 
finishing what I started. There's no point in having a story with nobody to tell it to 
and that's why this is a 'we' thing. I draw immense strength from every traveller, 
busker, poet, hobo and adventurer, all of whom have blazed the trail. They told 
their stories to me and I would hope that my story might inspire someone else to 
take a journey and become their own storyteller. 

I was born under a wandering star. I love it. This has been a journey that's 
constantly, moving, changing and rearranging. Certainty does not exist. Easy 
times roll into hard times. Just when you think it can't get any worse, something 
brilliant happens. Life doesn't go according to plan, it goes according to life. 
When I am not attached to particular outcomes I am Buddhist tramp. The 
moment I say "Yeah whatever" and mean it, I have become enlightened. 

I have not stopped laughing. This excursion has been so much fun. I have danced 
at the side of the road. I will never get these moments again, so it's best to try 
and enjoy them. When I'm stood in the rain, with the loneliness that always 
accompanies it, I can laugh and change my world with one thought; "Better a 
rainy day here than a sunny day in the office," and what's more, it could be 
worse, much worse! I could be hitchhiking with Simon and Garfunkel. 

I couldn't even start to imagine how miserable that would be. I'd say something 
like, "I love doing this." They'd reply, "Don't talk of love I've heard the word 
before. It's sleeping in my memory." In a combined career spanning over a 
century neither of them has ever said anything even remotely cheerful. They 
need to move out of the past. They should form a punk duet and release The 
Sound of Violence. Paul Simon should change his name to Simon Sick and include 
the track Disgraceland on his new album: Punk Paul: Still Toneless after all these 
Years. That reminds me, I must send that email. 

Along with the demise of hitchhiking we are also very close to the loss of all 
traditional travelling ways of life. Do not despair. It will not be completely lost. 
There is a gypsy museum in England and even a Hobo Museum in Iowa, USA 
where the last tramps converge for a vagrant's vacation at the annual National 
Hobo Convention. It's very important to define between hobos, tramps and 
bums. Hobos travel to find work; they are workers. Tramps travel but don't work 
and Bums don't work and don't travel. I am a punk rock, hobo tramp who loves 
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being a bum. When I drag my arse back home I am going to open up a 
hitchhiking museum. 

Very soon nomads will be forbidden by law. The human spirit will no longer be 
tolerated. I have to laugh at the folly of those in power. They can no more stop 
the wanderings of the heart than the whistling of the wind. A wild animal can be 
caged but it can never be tamed. 

A man's gotta do what a man's gotta do and I will just keep going, put one foot in 
front of the other and hearken to the wisdom of the ages from the Great Mystic 
Maharaji Onion Bhaji who once said, "Fuck fear." So with the spirit of Oldham 
Athletic I will continue into the Dawning of a New Golden Age. 
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12. It! The Terror From Beyond Space. 1958 


"Dur,dur,dur,dur, Duuur!"... "Dur,dur,dur,dur, Duuur!"..."Dur,dur,dur,dur, Duuur!"... 
and again "Dur,dur,dur,dur, Duuur!" 

The notes were repeatedly beamed into my head. This time I recognised them as 
the musical greeting to the aliens in the film Close Encounters of the Third Kind. 
I'd first heard them in the cinema in 1977, then again at the Devils Tower. The 
mind boggles. What could it possibly mean? The word 'Devils' played over and 
over on a loop in my brain. "That's it!" 'DEVILS!' I hurriedly rearranged the letters 
to form 'ELVIS!' with a single remaining 'D' which could stand for only one thing 
'DEATH!' It had been hidden in plain view. How could I have been so blind? Elvis's 
Tower of Death and here was I being guided in the direction of Las Vegas. It was 
all beginning to make sense. The King was up to his quiff in it and held the key 
that could open the Z-Files. 

"FROM OLDHAM, it's the QUIZ OF THE WEEK with your host BOB PUNKHOUSE!" 
This chapter is very different from the others in that it contains a competition. 
Hidden within the following paragraphs are Elvis Presley lyrics. How many can 
you find? First prize is my Elvis T-shirt that duped the authorities at the airport. 

If I was ever going to uncover the Z-Files and save humanity I needed more time. 
How I wish that there were more than just twenty four hours in the day, even if 
there were forty more, I wouldn't sleep a minute of the way. I realised, it's now or 
never. 

It felt good to be back on the road again. I needed to engage in murder most foul. 
My craving for blood was becoming insatiable and I must resume killing at the 
earliest opportunity. A 'Flat Farther' was giving me a lift to Vegas. He told me that 
the Earth is definitely flat and directed me to some videos on YouTube to prove 
it. I wasn't interested. The only flat earth I could think about was on top of the 
shallow grave I was going to bury him in. 

We came over the brow of a hill and spread out on the desert floor below was 
Las Vegas. I could see the neon lights are flashing. Whenever possible, I stay out 
of big cities because. Wise men say only fools rush in. I don't like being a stranger 
in an urban environment because / get so lonely I could die. I can't put my tent up 
either and so I need to find a new place to dwell. I could stay down the end of 
lonely street at Heartbreak Hotel. It's also fruitless to try and 'thumb it' or walk 
out of any city. 
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The best way is to take the nearly non-existent public transport system. Since 
every person in America owns three cars, public transport has been overlooked. 
On the rare occasions that a bus actually shows up it's best to hop on it to the 
city limits and start from there. The 'flat earth man' dropped me beyond the 
centre of Las Vegas, in the ghetto, at a bus stop. Eventually I boarded a bus. The 
journey took me to the Colorado River which forms a natural boundary between 
the states of Nevada and Arizona. This is the site of a very stupid tourist 
attraction. It's called the Hoover dam. It is visited by over one million people a 
year. What is the world coming to when folk take a family day out to visit an eco- 
disaster? Who wants to look at a concrete wall that holds back all the fluoridated 
fluids needed to permanently maintain the insanity of Las Vegas? Just as a point 
of interest, the Homeland Security Act has put all infrastructure and rivers under 
the jurisdiction of the Government in the interests of national security. Effectively 
they have claimed ownership. Now I don't know if anyone actually voted for Coca 
Cola but they now seem to be in possession of a long sought after franchise to 
'own' the water. Another point of interest is that it is a criminal offence to refuse 
someone water in the desert. I'll wager a pound of tripe that Coca Cola don't end 
up in court. 

I crossed the state border and into the Arizona desert. I've trekked through the 
Oregon, Utah and Nevada deserts and now this one. Here, amongst the many 
sand dunes you will find off grid communities of rich, tree hugging hippies who 
have turned on, tuned in and dropped out. You can smoke pot, do a naked basket 
weaving course and Self Suck Yoga with flower children Tarquin and Dolphin. If 
you're fed up with materialism you can leave it all behind and do the Letting Go 
of Attachment Course for only $5000. 

A few miles south of this desert a fascinating event took place. On November 5th 
1975, a 22 year man old man named Travis Walton was working in a forest. He 
was one of a six man logging team. What happened next has gone down in UFO 
history. He claims he saw flashing white lights that completely engulfed him. The 
next thing he remembers is being taken aboard 'some sort of vehicle' where 
upon he was examined and questioned by three bald creatures. The event bears 
striking similarities to my own experience in Oldham. The only difference was 
that the vehicle I was taken away in had blue flashing lights. Travis did not reveal 
if he was anally probed or not. I think, by his own omission, we can safely say 
that he was. He was missing for five days and when he was eventually found he 
was reported to be all shook up. After the event he wrote a book, sold the film 
rights and now tours as a celebrity speaker at UFO conventions. He presented no 
evidence whatsoever of alien abduction other than his testimony. Many people 
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with suspicious minds claimed he had been watching too much television and 
had simply fantasised the whole episode. 

I have found that the best way to avoid being abducted by aliens is to carry a 
camera. I carry one at all times and have never been abducted. It's no 
coincidence that E.T's only kidnap people with no means of gathering any 
evidence. Aliens, like the Amish, shun photography so always remember your 
camera. Sometimes people forget to take theirs. It's only when they get 'beamed 
up' that they realise they've left it at home and scream, "OH NO! I've forgotten 
my camera and now I'm about to be anally pro...AAARRRGH!" It's a simple 
mistake, but what about those who have been victims of multiple abductions? 
They are often revisited and 'taken' whilst in their own homes. It strikes me as 
very forgetful indeed that every single one of them consistently 'forgot' to set up 
a hidden camera. 

I would like to take this opportunity to promote my stance on UFO's. Firstly, they 
are no longer scientifically referred to as 'UFO's.' That description is indicative of 
solidity and classifies an object. The new buzzwords, which are much harder to 
spell correctly, are Unidentifiyd Airiel Phurnomina, UAP's. There is a third 
debunking acronym known as C.R.A.P's: Completely Ridiculous Alien Piffle (true). 
My beliefs are as follows: I don't believe a single word of any of it. Conversely, I 
don't disbelieve a single word either. I do however believe my Dad. He saw a UFO 
in 1978 above Oldham. I was with him but by the time he had alerted me 
whatever it was had flashed past. I'd have thought nothing more of it but for the 
fact that Dad later showed me an article in the Manchester Evening News. It said, 
"UFO heads towards City." A taxi driver had also witnessed and then reported it. 
There have been many cosmic events in Oldham but most have more to do with 
substance use than extraterrestrials. 

I'm intrigued by the whole subject of UFO's and all aspects never fail to interest 
me. For example, if someone sees a UFO then that's interesting. If they haven't 
seen one, but are convinced they have, then that too is interesting and by the 
same token if they are just talking C.R.A.P then that also is interesting. 

I was about to get my kicks on Route 66. This is the most famous road in America 
and has cult status. Route 66, along with the A627 out of Oldham, is one of the 
most well travelled roads in the world. It originally ran nearly 2,500 miles from 
California to Chicago and was one of the main highways through the country. 
During the 1950's many holidaymakers used it and a whole roadside tourist 
industry popped up. The quirky attractions included drive in movies, tepee 
shaped motels and the world's second largest rocking chair standing at 42 ft. The 
road displayed all manner of the weird and wonderful. I saw many of the 
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remaining sights. On one stretch a 24ft Abraham Lincoln holds on to the horses 
of the world's largest covered wagon. Lincoln himself is buried on Route 66. He 
probably stopped to pick up a hitchhiker. 

The route was travelled repeatedly by the Beat Generation Poets. They wrote 
volumes about it. Sadly, to date, no one has been able to decipher any of it and it 
remains drugged up bollocks. Much of the original highway that they would have 
travelled has now disappeared due to new roads. Many, once booming, hotspots 
were cut off and became ghost towns isolated in time. The legendary Route 66 
was officially removed from the map in 1985. 

A sweet, little old lady gave me a lift and we spoke about lots of nice things. We 
drove very near to the Grand Canyon. It is one of America's biggest tourist 
attractions. It receives upward of five million visitors a year. I didn't want to visit. 
It's a tourist trap and if we take a wrong turn I would quickly realise that we're 
caught in a trap. Even a fool such as I wasn't going to get stuck in a big hole in 
the ground. We passed it by and the sweet little old lady set me down on a small 
road. I thanked her and said, "Have a lovely day." before kicking myself for 
forgetting to 'slice 'n dice' the bitch. 

I was on my way to visit another big hole in the ground, the genesis of which was 
astounding. 50,000 years ago, on the desert plain that stretched out before me, a 
most singular occurrence took place. 

A tiny pinpoint of light grew rapidly into a brilliant glow. Hurtling towards the 
ground at 26,000 mph was a 150ft iron meteorite weighing in at several hundred 
thousand tons. It smashed into the Earth with the force of twenty million tons of 
TNT leaving a void nearly a mile across and 700ft deep. This was Meteor Crater. 

I was on a small road that came to a dead end at the impact site, so I knew 
that anyone passing could only be going one way. The moment I commenced 
hitching, two figures approached from a fuel station. They wore matching 
uniforms that bore the insignia of the Petro-Dollar Illuminati. I knew that these 
men were repeaters who had been voice coached by Professor Stephen Hawking. 
"You-can-not-do-this-here. This-is-a-private-road." I tried to explain that I was 
going to visit the Crater. "You-can-not-do-this-here. This-is-a-private-road." 
Resistance was futile. I walked back fifty feet and onto public land and started 
again. A Navajo Indian family stopped and took me the seven miles to the 
crater's rim. They were amazing people and gave me some sage and herbs which 
are burnt in a cleansing ritual to dispel negative energy. On parting, I was gifted 
some precious stones. I was told that one of them was an actual meteorite 
fragment. I showed it to my geologist brother who confirmed that this was 
indeed the case. 
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Arriving at Meteor Crater I nearly fainted. They wanted 20 bucks to go and look 
at a big hole in the ground. I mean, c'mon, it happened 50,000 years ago. I 
wouldn't have minded paying that on the day. Resentfully I coughed up and 
began my ascent to the crater's edge. I reached the lip and believe me when I tell 
you that what I saw was pretty impressive. 



The bottom of the abyss lay 700ft below. That's deep enough to hide a sixty 
storey block of flats. The crater measures nearly a mile across and the 
circumference is 2.5 miles. If it was used as an arena it could house over two 
million spectators. A meteorite capable of this, hits the Earth, on average and 
funnily enough, once every 50,000 years. It was another powerful meteorite that 
wiped out the Dinosaurs 65 million years ago. Our moon has been bombarded 
with them and NASA took an interest at Meteor Crater because of the close 
similarities between this and lunar impacts. Between 1964 and 1972 the Apollo 
Missions trained here in preparation for the Moon Landings. A life size cardboard 
cut out of an astronaut has been placed in the bottom of the crater. To give some 
idea of scale you will need a pair of binoculars to find him. 
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In 1903, somebody purchased the site with the intention of mining the iron. 
Despite extensive financing and drilling nothing significant was ever found, 
leaving the scrap metal man and researchers scratching their heads. The mine 
workings can still be seen on the crater floor. Not easily defeated in business the 
buyers then became Meteor Crater Enterprises Inc. and still protect their 
interests by hiring repeaters to evict Punk Rock trespassers. 

I was getting closer to my Encounter of the Third Kind. I arrived at a service 
station and took a break from the desert heat. I was sitting on my bag when a 
man approached me clutching some dollar bills. He was close to tears and 
proffered the money saying, "It really breaks my heart to see people like you." I 
thought, "Hang on a minute. I'm doing alright for once." I had to explain that I 
wasn't a tramp and was in fact, a camper and I had the tent to prove it. A lady 
stopped to chat. Females actually stop to chat in America. She said, "I luurve yaw 
accent." I tried to explain by telling her that it was a working class, pea soup of 
an accent. She replied, "I luurve pea soup!" I wondered how I might exploit my 
accentual asset because there's a thousand pretty women waiting out there and 
I'm just the tramp with silver hair. 

I put my thumb up again and another vehicle entered the story. An Afro 
Caribbean, ethnic minority, Negro gentleman was driving an 'I Scream Van.' He 
was a psychotic Christian on a Highway to Hell. The Black Prophet of Doom 
immediately began to speak in tongues and at volume. Not only had he read and 
memorised the entire Bible, he then went on to recite it at me, in its entirety. He 
preached from the Book of Revelation and foretold the End Times. Not one but 
two hurricanes were forming far out in the Atlantic. He revealed that the storms 
would come to be known as Mary and Joseph and were harbingers of horror, 
announcing the coming apocalypse. I asked when all this was going to happen. 
He replied, with authority, "In two weeks!" Golly gosh! If I am going to survive 
then all I need's a strong heart and nerves of steel. If we both only had a fortnight 
left to live it seemed a trifle pointless to slay him. I immediately cancelled his 
crucifixion. You just don't get this on package tours. 

I couldn't stop thinking about the Z-Files. I was permanently preoccupied. It 
seemed that they were always on my mind. Who? Where? When? And why had I 
been chosen? "Why me Lord?" (Rare Elvis album track and bonus point). I had so 
many questions and so few answers. Was there a star man waiting in the sky? 
And is there life on Mars? 

"Beep, Beep!"."rev. googel S.E.T.I ....btw oldham lost again lol xxx" 
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I'm sick of those Aliens hijacking my phone. I pressed return to sender. They are 
all mouth. We need a little less conversation, a little more action please. 

I did Google S.E.T.I. as they suggested and found that the initials stand for the 
Search for Extra-Terrestrial Intelligence. The S.E.T.I. Institute monitors a 
worldwide computer network that scans radio frequencies and listens in for signs 
of alien presence. 

In 1961 a man named Frank Drake devised a mathematical formula to determine 
the potential number of other intelligent life forms in our galaxy with which we 
might establish contact. It became known as the Drake Equation. Whilst I don't 
question the algebra, I do query the term 'Other intelligent life.' I think we're one 
jelly doughnut short of a picnic down here. 

In 1978 scientists transmitted a message into space directed towards Planet X in 
some far flung distant corner of the galaxy. It said, "We come in peace." I'll wager 
a meat pie that we plan to start a fight. The message will take 25,000 years to 
arrive and the same again for us to receive a reply. Let's just hope that 
'something' picks the phone up. NASA in its finite wisdom has recently launched 
a caption competition called The Breakthrough Message. There is a one million 
dollar prize to create a digital communication to send to E.T.'s. The message 
criteria states that the content must be representative of humanity and planet 
earth. I've sent, "Come and have a go if you think you're hard enough!" I'm still 
waiting for my money. I think that trying to make contact with aliens is perhaps 
not the brightest idea that mankind has ever come up with. "YOO HOO! HERE WE 
ARE!" The new Kepler Space Telescope is also continually scanning the skies in 
search of 'earth-like planets.' By that, I take it to mean ones inhabited by fucking 
idiots on the verge of extinction. 

So how did you do? Are you the King of quirky quizzes? Or are you nothing but a 
hound dog just crying all the time? Send your answers in on a postcard to: 

Elvis Presley Competition. Oldham, the North. NFA 4ME. 

By the way if you think for one minute that you and I are the only secret Elvis 
fans in the world then let me tell you one thing. 
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ARE 

NOT 
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13. American pie - Don Mclean 


Welcome to the U.S.A, the United States of Advertising. "Yes! Ladies and 
Gentlemen, you can have bollocks as smooth as Ray Mears' face with the 
SackmasterSOOO male intimate grooming kit, only $9.99. This is the American 
Dream." 

I was lying on a bed in a motel room watching TV. and had flicked through every 
channel about ten times before coming across Miss USA 2017. I started to study 
the psychology of proceedings. It was like watching Invasion of the Body 
Snatchers 1956. The contestants had been taken over, brainwashed and were 
now under the control of the corporations. 

The cosmetics industry in America is worth seventy billion dollars a year. Put the 
word surgery after cosmetic and that produces a further eight billion dollars of 
aptly named 'Gross income.' You can purchase a new pair of tits: buy one, get 
one free or treat yourself to a course of anal bleaching to make a good 
impression on any probing alien or customs official. 

By the time a person is twenty one years of age they will have consumed over 
one million adverts. We regularly hear of noise, oil and light pollution. I have 
never heard the term 'mind pollution.' I am a marketing executive for the 
amazing 5000 Range and I use the Problem-Reaction-Solution technique to boost 
sales. Firstly, I highlight that unsightly bum beard that's been hidden from the 
world. Understandably the reaction is, "Oh my God! Somebody knows! I can't 
live with this problem. PLEASE, PLEASE HELP ME!" I then step up and say, "Don't 
worry Madame, I have just the thing." I demonstrate and sell her the Ladysuede- 
Master5000 for $999.99. The unit costs one hundred times as much as the 
Sackmaster5000 male intimate grooming kit. It is, however, exactly the same. It 
just comes in a different box. 

Eventually one of the contestants won the beauty pageant and was crowned Miss 
America 2017. She won by coming up with something completely original in her 
speech; "My dream is to be an ambassador for the United Nations and help 
disabled children." "Yeh, course it is love." 

During the commercial breaks I noticed that almost every advert was for one of 
these things; beauty products, fast food or pharmaceuticals. Incidentally they are 
all covered by the same government department, the FDA which stands for the 
Food and Drug Administration. Consumerism has been consolidated under one 
roof. They control everything: cosmetics, pesticides, G.M foods, vaccines and 
additives. The list goes on and on and on. 
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Fast food is big bucks with an annual turnover over of $110 billion. It's cheap, it's 
nasty and it 'just don't come no faster than in the 'guurd ole US of A'. The second 
you've pronounced the final syllable of an order the food is in your gob. Many 
Americans eat it every day. They don't cook at home because they're always out 
working to pay for a house that they're never in. 

Many of the little businesses have been squeezed out of existence. I'll wager a 
flat cap that the FDA has banned Mom's Apple Pie. With all competition 
eliminated the food giants have carte blanche to do and sell whatever they want. 
Most of the food I came across in America was shite. There's a saying 'You are 
what you eat.' Most Americans are like the Radioactive Creature from Outer 
Space 1958. 

I went to buy a cake to go with my coffee. I checked the ingredients on the 
packet. It contained more contaminants than Area 51. I was shocked and 
stunned. It should have prompted me to petition the FDA for tighter 'Bun control' 
but I knew that the subject would be brushed under the carpet along with UFO's 
(Unidentified Frying Objects). 

I am an advocate of shop local, think global. I am chain free in more ways than 
one. I never use multi-national businesses. Actually that's not strictly true. I make 
a point of going for shit in McDonalds. In America it was hard to avoid them. I 
tried my hardest not to give them money. The only way to kill the monster is to 
starve the beast. Wherever I live I try to go to small shops and the market. I want 
to keep them alive. They are the hub of the community. The owners really care 
about their business because it is their bread and butter. There's a huge 
difference between selling things to survive and selling for profit. I love small 
shops. You can have a chat with the shopkeeper and you can even haggle. Flave 
you ever tried haggling in Poundland? All the corporations care about is money, 
money and more money and the only way to stop them is not to give them any. 

These TV ads are just Gangster movies. America is still run by the Mob and the 
Godfather is a Don called Big Pharma (B.P.). Fie runs the whole racket. Flis modus 
operandi is simple. Fie breaks your legs and then sells you a wheelchair. B.P. 
works very closely with the FDA, another Mafia connection. The FDA endorses 
and allows the use of toxins and chemicals that make you very ill. Then B.P. 
prescribes some medication to make you better - for a fee. If you are not ill he 
will tell you, that in the future, you are definitely going to get ill. Fie then sells 
you preventative medicine. This is called protection money. The USA controls 
nearly half of the global pharmaceutical market and receives domestic revenue in 
excess of 450 billion dollars per year. As I watched the TV ads showing various 
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medical conditions I started to wonder if I had any of the symptoms. I began to 
diagnose myself and by the end of it I had only a matter of minutes to live. 

The programs came back on and I settled down to watch a documentary about 
drugs. Those deformed by plastic surgery, obese beyond recognition or 
terminally ill with an FDA induced cancer can always find some relief through 
recreational drugs. These are controlled by another crime family, the C.I.A 
(Cocaine Importing Agency). Drugs are also big bucks. It was estimated in 2013 
that the illicit drugs trade was worth 100 billion dollars in sales alone. 

Every town has a drug problem, a turf war and an inevitable body count. The 
streets are littered with homeless addicts. I saw many 'drug zombies' who were 
gone beyond recall. At times it felt like I was the only person clean. You know it's 
out of control when you see that the corner shop stocks a selection of crack 
pipes and I knew for certain that the problem would continue with the next 
generation when I read that a store had been held up at gunpoint. The robbers 
only stole the candy and fizzy drinks. 

Statistics point to ten per cent of the population using illegal substances. From 
high flying celebrities on Flollywood Boulevard to low crawling junkies on Shit 
Street; 1 in 10 people are on drugs. In a country with a population of 300 million 
that's thirty million people 'off their tits.' That's only half the story. These figures 
don't even include all the people hooked on over the counter drugs and 
prescriptions. That problem is even bigger than the criminal one. 

Eventually things got so bad that something had to be done. America does not 
fuck about. They declared a 'War on Drugs.' Quite how you declare war on 
yourself I don't know but here's what they did; NOTFIING! With all those billions 
on the table why would they? It's not just the drugs that are big bucks. 
Everybody gets a slice of the cake; from the judge to the police and lawyers and 
right down the chain to the local rehab that has also just advertised on the 
television. Then there's a whole service industry propped up by it. The United 
States prison system holds 2.5 million people in jail. That is 25% of the world's 
prison population. One in five inmates has been convicted of a drug offence. The 
rest of them are hitchhikers. The prison industry is worth a massive $200 billion 
dollars a year and most of it is in private hands. Prison facilities and population 
have doubled in the last forty years despite decreasing crime rates. If they really 
want a solution to the drug problem here's what I propose. Get the President to 
go and meet with the drug producers and buy the whole lot in one go and then 
put a match to it, job done. 

Christian's voice: "Fley what about Jesus you god damn heathen son of a bitch?" 
The airwaves are jammed with soul saving psychotic soothsayers selling 
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salvation. There are scores of religious TV channels. This just would not happen 
in England. Here the Church is prehistoric with just a few dinosaurs hanging on. 
Occasionally the Archbishop of Oldham calls for something or other on Radio 
Four, but no one cares what the boring old fart has got to say. You only have to go 
to one of his gigs to see how relevant he is. In America religion is big bucks. 
According to reports in 2014 the church received $115 billion in donations. God 
needs your money. If haven't paid the wages of sin, then you're in the line of fire 
and brimstone. Pay up now or go to Hell. In God we trust. 

And if you can't trust in God then you can always trust in that trusty side arm. As 
I've said the American constitution grants citizens the right to bear arms. The 
wording of the constitution however is far removed from reality. It states words 
to the effect that citizens can be armed as part of a well organised militia. 
Technically this wording could outlaw guns in one stroke of a pen because well 
organised and a militia they are not. Gun crime is not as prevalent as one might 
think and there is a psychology at play in that most people don't mess with most 
other people because no one knows who's packing. In effect everybody cancels 
everyone else out. That sounds 'Yankee Doodle Dandy' but the truth is that guns 
are always going to be a recipe for disaster. People sometimes lose the plot and 
go berserk with fire arms. A week after I left Las Vegas a gunman went on a 
killing spree with automatic weapons. He opened fire on a crowd at music event 
and killed over fifty people. Don't lose sleep; 'Keep calm, carry guns.' 

US Marine's voice: "Hey what about the Military you limey, yellow belly, pussy 
pacifist MOTHERFUCKER?" Many Americans are fiercely patriotic. The army is 
their salvation. It is verging on fanaticism. I saw lots of war veterans still parading 
around. They are extremely proud. The most frightening thing is that they 
actually believe that what America is doing is right and just. Don't worry though. 
Uncle Sam is just having his turn at being the 'bully on the block.' It's 'all good in 
the hood.' He is just this week's winner in a game of musical chairs that has gone 
on throughout history. 

The media likes to present the States as being one nation standing together 
beneath the Stars and Stripes, all watching the ball game and munching on candy 
cup cakes. Look beyond the white picket fences of the perfect family and the 
American Dream becomes a nightmare. The reality is a country deeply divided 
along lines of race and poverty. Many Americans are losing their homes. Urban 
sprawl has been further extended by tent cities. The occupants are not the usual 
homeless; Blacks, Mexicans and Indians. They are from the white middle classes 
who just couldn't keep pace in the Credit Race. It's becoming 'every man for 
himself' in the Land of Opportunity; Welcome to the Divided States of America. 
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The USA is isolated geographically and marooned in mindset. Most of the 
population don't even have a passport and have never left the place. They are 
trapped at home with a television set getting dumbed down into an American 
Idiot. 

I really wanted to use America as a soap box subject to highlight the duality of 
love and fear. The situation might sound hopeless but do not despair. It's easy to 
balance it up. It's not all doom and gloom. There are millions of Americans who 
are not happy with the state of the States, people who are wide awake and very 
aware. I met lots of them. They were reclaiming their lives, living off grid and 
forming groups and movements for change. They are saying, "NO!" in every 
conceivable way. 

The USA is one of the most amazing places I've ever visited. I have taken great 
satisfaction in ticking it off my 'bucket list.' In all my worldly wanderings the 
American people are the most welcoming and helpful people I have ever had the 
pleasure to meet. To explore this country with time and in such intimate detail 
has been the experience of a lifetime. 

I switched off the box just before Hollywood Hair came on. Television is crap. I 
honestly don't know why I bothered to buy a TV licence. 

Spokesperson for the BBC's voice: "Mr Reverend, you have never bought a TV 
licence, let alone been bothered." 

So there we have it, I saw it on the telly. America is a madhouse of self obsession, 
drugs, money, power and fear. It's also a utopia of freedom, hope and love and 
the jelly doughnuts are truly awesome. "Have a nice day yawl hear!" 
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14. Atomic Rulers of the World. 1956 


"Beep, Beep!" That was a road runner racing past and not those pesky aliens. I'm 
back on the side of highway and it wasn't too long before I was heading from the 
state of Arizona into New Mexico. 

For over seventy years New Mexico has been a high intensity area for UFO 
comings and goings. A wave of UFO sightings in close proximity and timescale is 
known as a flap. This is where the verb to 'flap it' has its origins. After all, who 
wouldn't 'flap it' at the commencement of anal probing? 

Several well documented UFO cases have been recorded in this area. These 
include close encounters of the third kind. You may well be wondering why this is 
a place of such concentrated activity. I may be able to offer some clues. 

The state of New Mexico is the most secretive state in the world. It contains 
numerous government facilities for 'testing things.' They adopt a multi¬ 
disciplinary approach researching subjects as diverse as medicine, weapons and 
national security. These centres operate on an industrial scale and first came 
about during the Second World War. The Government commissioned its top 
scientists to be part of the Manhattan Project. This team was assembled to work 
on splitting the atom and were employed at the largest military installation in the 
United States. I decided to pop in and see if I could interview somebody, but no 
one was available for comment. 

White Sands Missile Range covers an area of over 3,000 square miles. This was 
the test site for the world's first nuclear bomb. In 1945, under the codename 
Trinity, a device called the Gadget was detonated. Less than one month later the 
USA dropped another bomb on the Japanese city of Fliroshima killing 130,000 
people. The weapon exploded with the force of fifteen kilotons of TNT. That is 
the equivalent of about thirty five million sticks of dynamite. One man, Tsutoma 
Yamaguchi, was visiting Fliroshima when the bomb went off Fie said, "Sod this. 
I'm going back home to Nagasaki." Three days later another bomb was dropped 
on him. Fie is the only officially recognised survivor of two atomic bombs. 

These explosions signalled the end of World War 2, but the beginning of a new 
age of warfare. When the War came to an end in Europe some months earlier, a 
new arms race was already under starter's orders as the advancing allied armies 
of the west and the Soviet Union rushed to secure the services of the Nazi 
scientific establishment. It became known as the Brain Drain. Shadowy figures in 
the corridors of the Pentagon were orchestrating Operation Paperclip to get to 
them before the Russians did. 
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The most famous of these Germans was Werner von Braun, a rocket scientist. He 
was the brains behind the Apollo Missions that landed Man on the Moon. Von 
Braun, allegedly, made a very strange deathbed confession. He said that NASA 
was part of a global agenda to stage a fake alien invasion. Surely that is 
Completely Ridiculous Alien Piffle. Or is it? 

It's not unreasonable to suggest that the Brain Drain was the main reason for 
America to enter the War in Europe so late on. The Nazis were about to fall and 
there were lots of, soon to be unemployed, rocket scientists. If America was 
going to get the best head start then it needed to start with the best heads. It's 
not rocket science. Within just one month they had captured and relocated 1,500 
Nazi boffins. They were moved, along with 100 captured V2 rockets, to weapons 
facilities within the United States. Shortly after this the US Military was producing 
and firing homemade V2s. It was Nazi rocket science that accelerated the Arms 
Race. By the way I am currently engaged in missile technology of my own with 
my new company Reverend-Rocketry 50,000 Inc. I have decided it's getting too 
hot down here and I need a change of climate. The prototype of my 
MoonmasterSOOO is undergoing final tests. I hope to vacate this floating boulder 
by 2050. To this day White Sands continues to be active in missile research and 
testing. Well folks, that's another all-American, dumb ass day out, done and 
dusted. 

After my visit I got back on the road. I was hitching next to a souvenir shop that 
sells Trinitite. Trinitite is an artificial mineral that was created in the heat of that 
first atomic blast. I waited in that spot for five hours and in all that time the shop 
did not receive a single customer. 

Back in the USSR the Russians were also going full steam ahead to gain military 
supremacy. By the mid 1940's the Cold War had started and in 1983 it very nearly 
ended. In a Russian command centre a Soviet officer, Stanislav Petrov, was 
alerted to his radar. It showed that American missiles had been launched and 
were heading for Russia. Military protocol was to launch an immediate 
retaliatory strike. All he had to do, which is what he should have done, was pick 
up the phone and World War 3 would've been under way. Petrov ignored this. 
His gut instinct told him that it was a false alarm. Instead he reported a 
malfunction in the system. Twenty minutes later no bombs had hit Russia and he 
knew for certain that he had been right. It later emerged that a warning satellite 
had mistook the Sun's rays reflecting on clouds to be a missile launch. Petrov 
later said that he was neither rewarded nor reprimanded for his actions. He did 
say that it was his civilian training that caused him to pause and consider and 
added that if one of his military colleagues had been on shift that night it could 
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have been a very different story. There's something seriously wrong when the 
fate of humanity comes down to one man's gut instinct. 

From that first device at White Sands, the combined nuclear proliferation of 
these two superpowers has produced 125,000 nuclear warheads. That is enough 
to destroy the Earth over ten trillion, zillion times. This arsenal seems a trifle 
excessive to me. Has no one considered that they may have surplus to 
requirements? I know that when I go hitchhiking I take ONE cricket bat with ONE 
six inch nail hammered through the end. I don't need two. 

It would seem that everybody has got an atomic bomb these days. It's a 'must 
have' item. India is on defence as Pakistan prepares to nuke Bollywood. The Third 
World Crazy Club also wants to be in on the fun. That cheeky, chubby chap in 
North Korea is well up for some party pyrotechnics. He looks like a jolly little 
comic fellow and certainly doesn't merit such slanderous tarring. I find it 
abhorrent that he is included in the Axis of Evil along with Rochdale, Bury and 
Wigan Athletic. 

"I don't know. All these bombs! What a waste of money. I honestly don't know 
why I pay my taxes." 

Taxman's voice: "Dear Mr Reverend, you have never paid us a penny; 
furthermore you have also failed to pay the fine we imposed on you for not 
paying us a penny." 

"Errrl... can we change the subject? What do you think about UFOs?" 

NEWSFLASH: At the time of going to press we, here at the Z-Files offices, have 
just received the following story: that the North Korean Dictator, Kim Ping-pong 
has 'shit out' of a fight with the USA and made 'friends' with South Korea. He is 
fucking soft. We cannot hide our disappointment and our hopes and 
encouragement are now extended to Iran to keep things interesting. 

The Military are well seasoned in wasting taxpayer's money. The CIA is presently 
working to create artificial insects that are quite literally 'bugs.' Not content with 
mimicking nature, they fitted homing pigeons with cameras. The extra weight 
proved a burden and the birds had to make their way back home on foot. Then 
they spent an absolute fortune on a project called Acoustic Kitty which was a real 
cat wired for surveillance. How would that work? You can't get a cat to do 
anything. Money was no object when it came to assassination attempts on 
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Cuban leader Fidel Castro. From exploding seashells when he was swimming to 
poisonous cigars. Six hundred attempts were made on his life. When they finally 
realised that he was indestructible they planned to humiliate him in public; first 
by trying to give him a pre-speech aperitif spiked with LSD and secondly by 
attempting to introduce chemicals to his beauty products that would make his 
iconic beard fall out. Why, oh why, oh why didn't they just drop an atomic bomb 
on his house and say that it 'accidently fell out of a plane?' 

I didn't get a lift that day so I set up Z-Files HQ and got into my tent to catch 
some Ill's. I woke to find that I'd been 'bugged' by the Men in Black (M.I.B). I 
must be thicker than a beaver butty. I had ants in mi pants. I'd pitched my tent 
on top of a colony. I'll wager a pair of hobnail boots that Ray Mears doesn't have 
such unwelcome squatters at the Flilton. The following morning I received a rude 
awakening. 

"Beep, Beep!" "rev. aliens here... rotherham utd 5... oldham athletic 1. ps 
manager sacked pmsi." 

After breakfast I resumed hitchhiking....The hidden hand of the M.I.B is doing 
everything to stop me. They are beaming mind control messages to drivers, "All 
hitchhikers are murderers! Do not pick them up." 

As I'm stood here waiting it dawns on me that I am alone and no one in the 
whole wide world knows where I am. Cue Bob Dylan: "So how does it feel? How 
does it feel to be on your own, with no direction home, like a complete unknown, 
like a rolling stone?" I am alone, but I'm not lonely. Many people smile and 
wave. They recognise you as a 'somebody' and that is encouraging. A guy 
approaches me with a big smile and says, "Wow! You're a man of the road. It's 
beautiful. Flere's a buck for luck." I need that sort of inspiration. It has taken me 
three days to travel what amounts to a three hour journey. I don't care. That sort 
of interaction makes it all worthwhile. It's really easy to get caught up in the 
urgency of things; 'got to be here, there and everywhere.' Where exactly do I 
need to be? An adventure is never about the destination. It's the journey that 
matters. The meat and potatoes are the things that happen along the way. All is 
well. I just have to breathe and remember that it's never forever. 

An old guy pulls over in a battered pickup truck. Fle's wearing a Stetson cowboy 
hat and a pair of denim dungarees. "Fley buddy! You want a cucumber?" I 
replied, "Err... Yes, thanks." That was just what I wanted. I couldn't wait for my 
next ride. I now had a murder weapon and I could eat the evidence. 
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A car pulled over. I opened the passenger door to get and events went from the 
sublime to the ridiculous. 

"I HAVE A KNIFE! If you attempt to harm me in any way I will use it. I don't mind 
helping people, but I will not put my life in danger." 

Things are very different in England. People usually start an interaction with the 
word 'Hello.' I got into the van. I trusted my gut instinct. At least the driver was 
honest from the start. I planted my big heavy hold all on the seat between us, 
just in case. I laughed and said I was a peace loving hippy. As soon as he heard my 
sexy Oldham accent he relaxed, put the knife away and started chatting me up. 
He shared his concern that I might have a gun. I had read about a case where a 
phoney hitchhiker had hijacked a car with a gun. Why would anyone do such a 
thing? If I wanted to hijack a car I'd go to a car park, point the gun and say 
something like, "Give me that car!" I wouldn't stand about for two days, starving 
hungry, stinking like a pig with my thumb out. 

Killing drivers is usually quite straightforward. You just wait till they least expect 
it and murder them. This one was a bit tricky because he had a knife and I only 
had a cucumber. Eventually I decided to do nothing. There was so much radiation 
round these parts that he'd be dead soon enough anyway. 

We got chatting and he got onto the subject of the Twin Towers. He told me that 
they had been toppled using a sonic death ray and I wondered what he knew 
about the Z-Files. He then asked where I was going. I told him that I was going to 
a festival celebrating the comedy films of Laurel and Hardy. He retorted, "NAZI! 
Whadaya mean NAZI?" How on earth did he hear Laurel and Nazi, unless of 
course, he was completely obsessed with fascism? He lowered his tone and 
declared that he had once been a member of the Aryan Nations, a white 
supremacist group. I'll wager a pan of gruel that he's still in it. 

There are other secret locations for black projects nearby. Conspiracy theorists 
point to Dulce Base, another Government centre. It is a classic D.U.M.B (deep 
underground military base). The word Dulce is Spanish and translates as sweet or 
dovelike... talk about disinformation. This place is notorious for being darker than 
Hell. In my research into the Z-Files I can indeed confirm 100% that this is quite 
possibly the case, allegedly. Here it is rumoured that bizarre animal/human 
experimentation is being performed. Behind the black cloak of secrecy, genetic 
modifications are taking place. Amongst the procedures being perfected are: the 
grafting of giraffes' necks onto dwarfs so they can see at rock concerts. Success 
will have its drawbacks as the age old sport of Dwarf Hurling will be rendered 
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impossible. Professor Stephen Hawking is involved (yet again). A pair of mind 
controlled, size 14 duck feet are being grown in a laboratory so that he can go 
swimming. These tests take a twisted turn when we discover the truth about 
breeding programmes. In 1946, in the alien-human-hybrid maternity wing, a 
genetic mutation was hatched. It was a grotesque abomination the likes of which 
had never been seen. This vile bag of septic flesh, oozing puss, had been created 
to reinforce the 'Lizard Bloodline,' but something had gone wrong. Still visible on 
the young creature's bald head were telltale snake skin scales. Everybody was at 
a loss as to how to stage a 'cover up.' Then an 'expert' skilled in procedure said 
"Just slap a cheese omelette on top and secure it with Pritt Stick." It worked a 
treat and the beast was christened Donald Trump. 

I felt safe and secure knowing that our governments are protecting us and 
spending our hard earned money on important life enhancing research. I was so 
happy. The birds were singing in the trees and love blossomed in the branches. 
The sun gave a gentle smile. Yes, how beautiful it is to be alive and at one with 
the cosmos. It really was the Dawning of a New Golden ARRRRRRGGGGGGGGGH! 
I was gripped with terror. Before me stood a sinister sign, a sign that spelt certain 
death to all who laid eyes upon it. This was my moment of truth. This was my 
Close Encounter of the Third Kind. I quickly donned the HatmasterSOOO. What 
saucery awaited me. 
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15. A Saucer Full of Secrets - Pink Floyd 



2017 has been quite a year for anniversaries. I'm twenty years clean and fifty 
years old. I was born in 1967, the same year as the legendary 'Bigfootage' was 
shot. Seventy years have passed since Kenneth Arnold had his 'flying saucers' 
experience and it was forty years ago that I became the Chosen One in the 
cinema watching Close Encounters of the Third Kind. 

A few weeks after Kenneth Arnold's flying saucers the imagination of the public 
was further gripped by one of the biggest mysteries ever hit the headlines. 

On Wednesday July 2^''^ 1947, some miles north of the New Mexico town of 
Roswell, two nuns reported a 'loud noise different from thunder.' They witnessed 
a red light descend in the North West. At the same time. White Sands missile 
base picked up anomalous blips on the radar. The following day a rancher and a 
seven year old boy discovered a debris field of strange material. The rancher 
collected two boxes of it and took them to the Sheriff in nearby Roswell. The 
Sheriff immediately contacted Roswell Army Airfield (RAAF) who dispatched an 
intelligence officer to investigate. The officer cordoned off the whole area. 
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On Monday the 7*^ an undertaker in town received a call from the base. He was 
asked about the number of 'child size' coffins he had in stock and how quickly he 
could get some more. Later he received more calls requesting advice on how best 
to preserve bodies that had been exposed to weather. The information was 
requested under the proviso that it was 'strictly for future reference.' 

In an unrelated incident the Undertaker took an injured airman to the Army 
Hospital at the Base. Here, he said he saw 'strange stuff in the back of 
ambulances. He entered the hospital and was met by a nurse friend who in no 
uncertain terms told him to leave immediately. He was then escorted from the 
base and threats were made to his life. 

On Tuesday 8*^ of July events took a sensational and ludicrous turn. The base 
commander issued a press release concerning the recovery of a crashed flying 
saucer. The local newspaper the Roswell Dally Record reported on the front page: 
"RAAF Captures Flying Saucer on Ranch in Roswell Region.” Up until this point no 
one had even mentioned anything whatsoever about flying saucers. I can only 
conclude that the commander was a bit thick. He later said that the main 
purpose of his press release was to inform the public that the flying saucer had 
actually been removed so that people would make no attempt to visit the crash 
site. "Of course, that makes perfect sense". You would be hard pushed to come 
up with anything more idiotic. 

Meanwhile the Intelligence Officer had taken the boxed material to Fort Worth 
near Dallas in Texas. A General asked him to leave the box and leave the room. 
When he returned the material had been swopped for pieces of a tattered 
weather balloon. The Officer was then ordered to pose for two pictures holding 
the substituted material. At the same time, back in Roswell, the Rancher was in 
custody. He was held for four days to 'inspire' him to modify his story to that of a 
crashed weather balloon. 

By Wednesday the 9'^^ another press statement was released saying that it wasn't 
actually a flying saucer after all but a weather balloon. At this point you would be 
forgiven for thinking that the Air Force should know the difference between a 
weather balloon and a flying saucer but this was no ordinary air force. This was 
the 509*^^ squadron, the atomic bomb command who had just nuked Japan and 
anyone who does something like is clearly stupid. 

Everybody was discussing the matter including the Nurse and the Undertaker. 
She mentioned that four bodies were recovered at the crash site, three were 
dead and one was still alive. She went on to draw a picture of what she saw. The 
nurse 'left' the Roswell area and shortly after that the Undertaker learned that 
she had been killed in a plane crash. 
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Roswell Radio Station was also abuzz with chat and calls until one was received 
from the highest authority. The Pentagon informed of the immediate termination 
of the station's broadcasting licence should anything further be mentioned, on 
air, about the incident. Well, they may be able to silence Roswell Radio, but I will 
not shut up quietly. I aim to turn science fiction into science fact. 

The modern day town of Roswell has milked the story, even the glass on the 
street lights are shaped like alien heads. It is top heavy with E.T souvenir shops. I 
lightened their load by buying some alien glasses. This year celebrated seventy 
years since the event. In July there is an annual UFO festival and a carnival. A UFO 
Museum and International Research Centre was founded by the Undertaker and 
opened in 1991. It contains a huge archive of UFO books, DVD's and documents. 
The museum exhibits are fabulous. There is a life size alien autopsy being 
performed and an invasion of Earth with four belligerent creatures standing 
beneath a twenty foot long hovering saucer that hisses smoke and makes lots of 
spooky bleeps and beeps. 









Many theories, conspiracies and counter conspiracies have sprung up around the 
Roswell incident: death threats, suicides and stories of murdered personnel with 
expunged military records. Dead men tell no tales but I'm going to have some 
terrific tales to tell when I visit my UFO group in Lancashire. 

Many years later, under mounting pressure for answers, the Pentagon was forced 
to investigate itself They came to conclusion (like the rest of us) that it wasn't a 
weather balloon after all. They revealed that it was actually a spy balloon, part of 
a top secret Cold War project that never got off the ground, pun intended. 

In 2002 the SyFi Channel sponsored an archaeological dig using the latest 
technology at the alleged crash site. They found absolutely nothing. This is 
incontrovertible proof that the absence of evidence is evidence indeed and that 
the Government did a thorough 'clean up job.' 

What was recovered at Roswell in 1947? Was it a flying saucer? Are we being 
hoodwinked by balloonatiques? The Rancher remained silent for the rest of his 
life except for one cryptic remark. On his deathbed he was asked about the 
'bodies'. He was alleged to have answered "Some things are best left alone." 

"Beep, Beep!"."rev..sori 4 no show. Bin arrested 4 drink-drivin.saucer 

crashed..other 3 dead., ps oldham bottom of league.hahal." 

I'm not responding anymore. I sent a text back saying "E.T. phone home. I'll be 
glad to see the back of those time-wasting aliens. Cue Whitesnake: 

"/ made up my miiiiiiind, I aint wasting no more time . Here I go again on my 

own, walking down the only road I've ever know...blah bollocks etc." 
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16. The Brain That Wouldn't Die. 1959 


I had the photographic evidence I needed from Roswell on microfilm and crossed 
out of New Mexico and into Texas. After Alaska, Texas is the largest state in the 
USA. It is the size of Great Britain. It is known from its flag as the Lone Star state 
and is the only one that has a clause allowing it to declare independence from 
the Union. It is famous for oil, affectionately known as Texas Tea. I found the 
place flat, featureless and boring. There's nothing in Texas that merits 
conversation, so Texans forever crap on about the spirit of the Alamo. They are 
all hat and no cattle. The Alamo was a mission built by the Spanish. In the 1800's 
it was used as a fort and was fiercely defended by the Texans against the might of 
the Mexican Army under the command of General Santa Anna. The legend is 
made out be a patriotic struggle for freedom but it was little more than a land 
grab by businessmen. They intended to grab the land from the Mexicans who in 
turn had grabbed it from the Indians. To cut a long story short, the Texans got 
their arses kicked and every single one of them got killed. I have really tried to 
find something interesting to tell you about Texas but the truth is there's nothing 
to tell, except for one thing. In 1963 a still controversial event took place. It shook 
the world and the aftershocks are being felt to this day. I am talking about the 
assassination of the President of the United States of America. 

I love a bit of dark tourism. I've had some fantastic, fun-filled family days out in 
my life like: A visit to Fred and Rose West at 25 Cromwell Street in Gloucester, a 
doctor's appointment at Harold Shipman's former surgery, a Yorkshire Ripper 
Tour and a rural jolly to the Moors Murders. Now I was going to have ice cream at 
the scene of the most infamous murder ever committed. 

In November 1963, President John F Kennedy (JFK) and his wife Jackie were in 
Dallas as part of his campaign to be re-elected in 1964. The scene was set in a 
place called Dealey Plaza on Elm Street and it was here that the nightmare began 
to unfold. I arrived at the crime scene over fifty years after the event but not too 
late to gather crucial evidence. I question everything and believe nothing. There 
is a lot of fake news. I will reveal the truth and present irrefutable concrete facts 
about what might have allegedly possibly happened here. 

John and Jackie were travelling in an open top car. They were waving and smiling. 
Lots of American idiots and jellyflabblobs were waving back. The official story 
says there was a gunman working alone. He waited at a window on the sixth 
floor of the now famous Book Depository. His name was Lee Harvey Oswald and 
he had a very clever gun that could do pretty much anything. 
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The President was usually flanked by security officers who travelled on the car's 
running boards. This was protocol. However, it was a very nice day and someone 
ordered the officers to stand down so that John and Jackie could have a better 
view and do more smiling and waving. John waved then Jackie waved, they both 
smiled and waved some more. Then they both smiled and waved at the same 
time. This next dialogue is true and recognised as the last thing JFK ever said. 
Jackie said to John, "Well Mr President, you can't say that Dallas doesn't love 
you." John replied, "No! You certainly can't." At that exact moment a shot rang 
out and blew half his head off 

The shot was fired from behind but hit JFK in the temple. Oswald's weapon was 
brilliant. It was an Omnipresent-KiUmasterSOOO. It could fire several shots 'on its 
own' from different locations. One of the bullets went through the President and 
into the Governor of Texas. The subsequent inquest heard that this one bullet 
inflicted six separate wounds in two different men. 

But why would anyone want to kill the President? The official version was that 
Oswald was a communist who had acted alone. I'll wager a ferret that there's 
more to this than meets the eye. There are so many claims and conspiracies that 
it's difficult to discern any truth in amongst it. There are however numerous 
documented reasons why someone would want him dead. JFK had threatened an 
overhaul of the CIA and the FBI. He had also threatened to stand up to Wall 
Street Bankers by issuing a government currency, backed by silver bullion. He was 
known to favour a withdrawal from the conflict in Vietnam. This would have 
seriously affected weapons contractors and the Mob who were in receipt of huge 
quantities of drugs from the Golden Triangle. It would appear that he had made 
enemies of the four biggest bullies out there: the Intelligence Agencies, the 
Banks, the Arms Trade and the Mafia. Perhaps another reason for his end was 
that he was about to make a statement concerning extraterrestrial life. It has 
been seriously suggested that the public speech he was due to make in Dallas 
later that day began with the words 'Citizens of the World, we are not alone.' 
After Kennedy's autopsy had been carried out and JFK had been laid in his coffin 
he was 'disappeared' under the CIA witness protection program. The 'corpse' was 
substituted for an identical inflatable body double. We all saw the film of half of 
JFK's head exploding and his wife clutching bits of his brain but it turns out that 
the other half of his head was just fine. The doctors stuffed the loose bits back in 
and said, "he's good to go again." but good to go where exactly? Well he couldn't 
go out anymore looking like that and he couldn't find a hat to fit so he went to 
live at Area 51 and began to orchestrate the dark projects in the Z-Files. This half 
headed horror is in it up to his eyeball. 
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Dealey Plaza is much the same as was on that November day. The famous Grassy 
Knoll, where more shots were witnessed, remains unchanged. Various markers 
highlight significant locations like the spot where the assassination footage was 
filmed. Two white X's painted on the road are where the 'official' shots impacted. 
The Book Depository is now a museum dedicated to John F Kennedy and that 
fateful day that changed history. In a final bizarre twist to this story. President 
Kennedy's Brain had been preserved and stored in the National Archives in 
Washington DC. Three years later in 1966, it was removed by someone and has 
never been returned. 

2017 hailed the much-anticipated release of the remaining Kennedy documents. 
At the last minute. President 'Omelette' Trump shat himself and withheld some 
of the documents citing that it was in the interests of national security. President 
'Omelette' underestimates my methodical investigative powers. I can exclusively 
reveal the contents of those withheld files. 

The fence on the Grassy Knoll in Dealey Plaza is almost high enough to conceal a 
man, save for the top of his head. On that dark day in Dallas, video footage from 
edited frames clearly shows a mysterious 'cheese omelette' that appears to float 
along the fence line. He was there on that day. What is he trying to hide? What 
does he know? 

So that was the one and only tourist attraction in all of Texas. 

Texan's voice: "REMEMBER THE ALAMO!" 

"No thanks!" 

I was back on the move and knew that this sinister spaghetti needed to be 
unravelled and all the loose ends tied into one cohesive knot: The Devils Tower, 
Aliens, Area 51, Nuclear Bombs, Roswell, Omelettes and now JFK. What could it 
all mean? I had to get to the bottom of it all. I was also aware that a certain Elvis 
Presley was involved. The King was up to his turned up collar in it and could hold 
the key that will open the Z-Files. There was more work to do. 

"I'm going to Graceland, Graceland. Memphis, Tennessee. I'm going to 
Graceland." Ah that reminds me. I must email Paul Simon with my title for his 
new album: Paul Simon: Still Homeless after all these Years. 
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17. Simon Sick - Disgraceland 


In 1553, the famous seer, Nostradamus, chronicled the following verse in Latin. 
L'evils! 

II est un homme grande 
II controlee L'savages 
Et apres II controlee Le Monde 

After years of painstaking research, I have finally managed to decipher the 
hidden meaning within this foresight. You may wish to be seated at the moment 
of revelation. 

I crossed the Mississippi River into the state of Tennessee and set eyes on the 
sinister outline of the Memphis Pyramid. It was previously known as the Great 
American Pyramid. A one hundred metre tall glass structure, it stands like a dark 
sentinel and dominates the approach to the city. 

I got out of a car and started walking in Memphis. The road was called Elvis 
Presley Boulevard. From that cinema seat in 1977 the trail of the Z-Files had led 
here. There before me stood a palace fit for a king. It was, "Graceland, Graceland, 
Memphis, Tennessee." 

Elvis was at the height of his fame when he purchased the property in 1957. He 
was just twenty two years of age. Originally the house was isolated and way out 
of town but subsequent urban encroachment has swallowed it up. Elvis has only 
himself to blame because soon after buying the place he invited 1000 burger 
joints and 500 drug dealers to come and set up nearby. It is the second most 
visited house in the USA after the Whitehouse. 

In a true story Elvis visited the Whitehouse in 1970 to meet President Richard 
Nixon. Nixon invited him after receiving a letter. Elvis' hand scrawled letter went 
on about: hippies, communists and the fight against narcotics. It ended with Elvis 
volunteering to become a 'Federal Agent at Large' even though no such post 
actually existed. Elvis was also an avid collector of police badges. He didn't get a 
job but he was given a new badge to add to his collection. 

Elvis Presley is the best selling solo artist of all time, with 400 million records. He 
recorded and performed over six hundred songs and didn't write a single one of 
them himself That aside, Elvis the Pelvis has taken the world by storm and has 
become an institution, still making millions of dollars annually. He recently 
released a new album; Elvis - the Fat Years. 
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When he first hit the scene even the Mafia were outraged. Frank Sinatra said, 


"This music is brutai, ugiy, desperate and vicious. It fosters almost totally negative 
and destructive reactions in young people. It sounds phoney and false (he'd 
know). It is sung and played by cretinous goons. This rancid smelling aphrodisiac I 
deplore." 

Frank makes it sound better than it was. Elvis has become so popular that many 
have emulated him. In 1977 there were just 150 Elvis impersonators. By the turn 
of the millennium there were 85,000. If present growth continues, then the 
entire world's population will be impersonating Elvis by 2050. I myself was an 
Elvis Impersonator for many years. I have lost track of the amount of times I have 
fallen off the toilet under the influence of drugs. Not many people know this but 
the last words of Elvis Presley were, "Huhl Tm just gonna do some more drugs 
and ham-burgers and then...Tm going to the toilet." If only the King had fitted a 
seat belt to the toilet and took Sir Jimmy Savile's advice; ‘Clunk Click every 'trip'. 
The last years of his life were a slow decline. Despite earning a black belt in 
karate, the gold sequined, white caped King took another oriental pastime to an 
obsessive extreme and eventually succumbed to Chinese takeaways. Fie had a 
medical condition known as night eating syndrome. It is a form of bulimia 
characterised by nocturnal binging. Fie ballooned to over twenty stone (130kg). 
That is the weight of a domestic pig. The average person needs about 2000 
calories a day. At the height of his grazing Elvis was consuming over 100,000. That 
is enough to satisfy the needs of an Asian elephant. Flis favourite sandwich was 
peanut butter, bacon, banana and honey. I will pay a personal tribute to his 
insatiable appetite in 2050 when I market the King-Burger-5,000,000. 

On the le*'^ August 1977 the Memphis Bugle trumpeted, on the front page: 

"KING TOPPLES FROM THRONE." 

I approached the cast iron gates of Graceland. A guitar and some musical notes 
have been incorporated into the metalwork. It costs $60 for a tour of the 
mansion and gardens. You pay your money and get on a little train that chugs 
past the King's private jet and then on up the drive to the front doors of the 
house. On entering the interior you can take in the splendour and luxury of the 
bamboo and leopard skin decor of the famous Jungle Room. Then you enter 
another room full of platinum records featuring other people's songs. The 
famous toilet cannot be used or even seen by visitors. 
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There didn't appear to be anyone about, so I figured I'd chance my hand and try 
and sneak in. I had just got through the doors when a security guard confronted 
me with a look that said, "Elvis has left the building. I suggest you do the same." 
I left and walked along the outside wall surrounding the estate. It is covered with 
handwritten tributes of thousands of adoring fans. I added my own vandalism, 
"The Reverend, Punk Rock" and I drew an anarchy sign. 

Elvis Aaron Presley was just forty two years old when he died. The King of rock 'n' 
roll is buried in the grounds of Graceland and here he rests in peace. Or does he? 
At first glance his story might just pass as the sad demise of a glutinous 
manufactured pop star, until I exclusively reveal that the secret documents 
known as the Z-Files divulge the truth: that Elvis was 'disappeared' under the CIA 
witness protection program; that the 'corpse' was substituted for an identical 
inflatable body double and that since then there have been numerous 'Elvis 
sightings'; some as far afield as Oldham. In another case he is disguised as none 
other than the gardener at Graceland. I'll wager a block of lard that it's him. 
What genius. Is there no end to the cunning of this man? This is definitely true 
because I saw it on YouTube. 

If anyone is still in any doubt then let us return to the prophecy of Nostradamus 
and disassemble it piece by piece. We shall commence with 'L'evils.' If we 
anagrammatically analyse and discard the spare 'L' the reconstruction reveals 
ELVIS. The next line states ‘II est un homme grande' He is a big man. Well at 
twenty stone you can't argue with that. This is followed by 'll controlee I'savages.' 
This is a direct reference to David Icke's Lizards. The complexity of this sixteenth 
century conundrum only becomes clear when we reapply the same anagram 
process and find that 'I'savages' also becomes 'LAS VEGAS'. This was the proof I 
was looking for; that Elvis is the personification of all evil. He is a big man who 
controls the reptilian race from the Draco Star System and he also controls the 
power base to bank roll his agenda, LAS VEGAS. 

Be seated reader for what I now say I say in a grave tone and with a heavy heart. 
The last line of these Armageddon anagrams reads: "II controlee le Monde"; He 
controls the World. Finally, we apply the same process to his very name which 
brings to light that 'Elvis = lives'. Can I make it any clearer? Elvis is alive and has 
been crowned 

King of the New World Order. 

Well that's enough posthumous libel for one day. "Sweet dreams reader." "G'nite 
Maw, g'nite Paw." "G'nite John Boy." 
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18. Cotton Fields - Creedence Clearwater Revival 


With Graceland over my shoulder I was heading east. A car stopped to pick me 
up. We're in the Deep South. They don't call me the Dangerous Deacon for 
nothing. "Buckle up baby for the Bible Belt." 

Moving east the scenery changes dramatically. After six weeks of travelling 
through deserts I was grateful for some moisture. Tennessee is beautiful. It looks 
like England should look. A sea of trees stretches as far as the eye can see. The 
road meanders through canyons and creeks carved by white waters. This is my 
favourite place so far. It's almost as though those early settlers and modern 
loggers failed to notice it was even here and carried on straight past. 

Tennessee was one of the Southern States that formed the Confederacy. In 1860 
Abraham Lincoln was elected as president of the United States. He stood on an 
anti-slavery platform. The Southern States disagreed, broke away from the Union 
and declared independence. This new country became known as the 
Confederate States of America. The war that ensued ran from 1861 to 1865 and 
was known as the American Civil War. It has gone down in history as being a war 
that was about ending slavery. In reality this is only a part of it. It also had a lot to 
do with economics and state rights being eroded by central government. 
Whatever the reasons, the war produced half a million fatalities and came close 
to bankrupting America. The North eventually defeated the South and 'freed' the 
slaves. 

Nothing actually changed for most slaves. Life on the cotton plantations was all 
they had ever known and most of them stayed. The Southern States, bitter in 
defeat, introduced draconian laws to curtail freedom by introducing a system of 
apartheid. The blacks became a very noticeable second class citizen. Ironically 
with the end of slavery their suffering got worse. 

Returning to Oldham may seem like a large leap from here but the Deep South 
and the Grim North are intrinsically interlinked. The American Civil War, slavery 
and the Industrial Revolution in England go hand in hand. The cotton mills of 
Lancashire were the centre of manufacturing whilst the cotton fields of North 
America provided the raw materials. This was the beginning of globalisation. The 
slaves were taken from Africa to work on the plantations, the raw cotton was 
sent to England and finally the woven cloth was distributed throughout the 
British Empire. 

During the Civil War a massive depression was experienced on this side of the 
Atlantic. A blue plaque in Oldham commemorates the creation of Alexandra Park. 
These Victorian gardens and boating lake were created as a labour project for the 
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unemployed during the cotton famine. The park remains to this day whilst the 
cotton mills have been demolished or stand derelict. It wasn't that long ago that 
it all came to an end. At the height of the industry there were over three hundred 
mills in Oldham. When I was a small boy there was still a skyscape of tall 
chimneys. Textile production went on right up until the 1980s. As a teenager I 
remember lying in bed in the early morning and hearing heavy boots on the road 
outside as workers walked to the mill. I am fascinated by urban history. I find old 
factories, canals and train stations very evocative. Looking at the cinemas and 
football grounds of yesteryear invokes powerful imagery of days gone by. I can 
feel the passing of time and see the ghosts of what was and what will never be 
again. 

I was so lost in my thoughts that I forgot all about the premeditated murder of 
my driver. The car sped off into the distance. He will never realise just how close 
he came to death. A coach stopped at the side of me. Never, in all my years as a 
hitchhiker, has a coach ever stopped for me, let alone a luxury one. The driver 
welcomed me aboard and didn't ask to see a ticket. I felt like the Monarchy; the 
Royal Reverend. This was brilliant. He was only going as far as the next town to 
pick up a tourist party. I don't mind committing homicide but inconveniencing a 
coach full of holidaymakers is inconsiderate, so he survived as well. 

When I arrived in town I went to a cafe, sat down at an outdoor table and 
ordered coffee. A man rode up on a tandem bike. Sensing comedy opportunity, I 
stood up and stuck out my thumb. He laughed, stopped and I looked sweet upon 
the seat of a bicycle made for two. Thus, I was able to add not one but two new 
vehicle types to my hitchhiking CV. 

That evening I settled down, in woodland, to do some 'glamping' in my favourite 
digs, the Hotel of a Thousand Stars. I had a room with a view. God is the manager 
and there is no charge; check out time is whenever you please. I slept under the 
watchful gaze of the second full moon since the Solar Eclipse. Sweet dreams 
reader, "G'nite Maw, g'nite Paw." "G'nite John Boy." 

"Cock a doodle doooooo!" When I awoke, the Sun had already been up for a few 
hours and was waiting to greet me. What a welcome. I saw some deer grazing, 
nearby and heard ravens making a hell of a racket. A rabbit bobbed its head up 
and bobbed it back down again. It was almost as if it took a brief interest in the 
hummingbird I was watching as it gathered nectar from a flower. 

When I find myself in the moment that is all there is. When the body, mind and 
spirit meet in the same place at the same time then that is where we meet God. I 
felt very serene and pensive. My mind drifted to a little traveller girl that I loved 
with all my heart. It has been eight years since our fork in the road. We never 
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really gave one another a chance. There's not a day goes by when I don't think 
about her. I smiled to myself, knowing that we will meet again in this life or the 
next... 

The driver of an open top sports car sees my thumb and hits the brakes. I jumped 
in. He said, "You don't look like a mass murderer to me" and then laughed. I 
thought, "Don't judge a book by the cover". He was in no danger anyway because 
it was a Sunday. Even full-time killers need a day of rest. 

The driver dropped me off at a garage on the outskirts of a small town. In that 
garage was a hippy lady in her living vehicle. We recognise a kindred spirit and 
although she was going the other way she stopped for a chat and to give me 
some handmade gifts. I told her about my journey and she told me, "You should 
have done it thirty years ago. It was better." I shrugged and said, "I'm doing it 
today." Because, as we all know, this is the Dawning of a New Golden Age of 
hitchhiking. 

A young Mexican boy approached. He was also hitchhiking. He told me he was 
eighteen years old and had jumped the border into the USA to find the American 
Dream. He had wanted to build a new life for himself here and help his family 
back home. It hadn't worked out for him and he was heading back to Mexico. I 
asked him how long he had been trying for. He said, "Two weeks." I told him he 
hadn't tried hard enough. Whilst true, maybe it was a harsh comment. I 
remember being that age, lost and lonely, in a foreign country and just wanting 
to go home. Indeed, many times in my life I've 'just wanted to go home.' He 
walked away on foot and I sent some good thoughts to walk with him and I'll 
send him a prayer now as I write this. 

In 1866, one year after their surrender, some Confederates took resentment to a 
new level with the first meeting of the Ku Klux Klan. Membership grew rapidly 
then fell. In 1915 there was a massive resurrection when they burnt crosses for 
the first time. At its height their ranks swelled to over four million members. It 
faded a second time but returned during the Civil Rights Movement in the 1950's 
and 60's. During that resurgence they were investigated by the FBI and forced 
underground. They still exist to this day albeit lacking the power they once held. 
It is hoped that this dark chapter of American history has been put firmly in the 
past, but the past doesn't always stay put. 

On the surface all appears tranquil. It looks like everyone is just getting on with 
their lives and living in racial harmony, but beneath there is a seething 
undercurrent of Yellowstone proportions; a time bomb that sooner or later will 
erupt in a violent explosion of hatred. 
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It was here in the Deep South that the Civil Rights Movement was born. Fed up 
with being second class citizens, black people united and instigated a wave of 
civil disobedience to instil change. They were led by Martin Luther King Jr, a man 
with a spiritual vision. He said, "/ have a dream." He championed the struggle for 
equal rights and as he himself prophesised he didn't make it to the 'Promised 
Land' with his people. He was assassinated in Memphis in 1968. 

History has a way of repeating itself and the racists are on the rise again. Trigger- 
happy cops are indiscriminately shooting young black men. These outrages are 
being highlighted by the Black Lives Matter Campaign. The President is guilty of 
compliance and endorsement by remaining silent. The past is being replayed. The 
present problem is only being addressed in what amounts to appeasement; 
Statues of Confederate leaders from the Civil War are being removed. I absolutely 
disagree with the erasing of history and what amounts to censorship. These 
statues must remain in situ and an educational plaque attached explaining the 
historical significance and the attitudes of the time. This would allow the 
onlooker to view objectively. It could read, 

"What stands before you is a statue, cast in bronze and erected in 1866 of a 
white supremacist cunt. He is wearing period dress and his hair is modelled in 
the 'Omelette Style' which is still popular amongst contemporary cunts." 

I am pleased to announce that there is some racial equality in the Deep South. 
Drivers never pick up black people and they don't pick up 'white trash' either. It 
took me two days to travel twenty one miles. I could have walked double that. I 
had visions of myself expiring at the roadside and being the subject matter of a 
YouTube video about skeletonisation. This is the process whereby decomposition 
of the human body is observed over an extended period using time-lapse 
photography. 

A police officer pulled up. I didn't need Mystic Meg to predict that this was not 
going to be a spiritual experience. "Sir, we've had complaints about you 
hitchhiking." I do not believe that anyone has ever phoned the police to report a 
hitchhiker. I may have accepted that, however improbable, there had been a 
single complaint but the cop said 'complaints'; that's plural. I challenged him. He 
said, "Are you calling me a liar?" I wanted to say "Yes I am you fascist pig" but I 
shook my head and said, "No officer." To be honest I wasn't even bothered that 
he was moving me on. It was a crap spot anyway and it was better to walk. I hit 
my street feet. It felt great rocking up on foot, hobo style. I was smiling as I 
strolled down the main street of Harlem, Georgia. 
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In 1892 in this small town, one of my heroes was born. Oliver Hardy was one of 
the funniest fellows that ever lived. He was one half of the comedy duo Laurel 
and Hardy (not to be confused with Laurel and Nazi). The other half was Stan 
Laurel, born in the Lake District town of Ulverston in England. These two are the 
greatest double act of all time. I had come here to celebrate their lives and films 
at the annual Hardyfest. 

Laurel and Hardy have been a source of endless laughter throughout my life. 
When I was a child they were always on television. They were such a big part of 
my growing up. Their work is timeless and they still have a worldwide fan club 
that is popular more than seventy years after they made their last film. 

Many people have inspired me throughout my life, those that are brave and 
selfless and in this case those that are funny. Part of our collective experience is 
shared joy. It is a fantastic feeling and one which unites us. Laughter makes the 
world a better place and when we can laugh at ourselves it makes us better 
people. The humour of 'Stan and Ollie' is the perfect example. It is inclusive and 
that is the only laughter that matters to me. I love to laugh with people, not at 
them. Geniuses of comedy invite us in. They love us and we love them because 
they create something for everybody. I take so much from the work of Laurel and 
Hardy. Their material, put into a life context, mirrors my own experience. They 
were peddlers selling everything from mouse traps and Christmas trees to fresh 
fish and when they weren't out hawking they were busking in the snow. I identify 
with them so much. When all the odds are stacked against them they just keep 
trying. They never ever give up, despite repeated setbacks. In spite of all the 
hopeless dilemmas they find themselves in, at no point does their eternal 
optimism wane or their friendship and love for one another fail to shine through. 
My campervan has a shrine on the dashboard dedicated to them. I only have to 
think about Laurel and Hardy to feel better about things. 

I came away from the festival with a renewed sense of humour. I stood at the 
roadside grinning. Then the police turned up and wiped the smile off my face. 
That cop was one of a whole division I encountered that day. I waited for him to 
go, then another one turned up and another. Over the course of that fruitless day 
I was repeatedly harassed by an endless flow of authority. I was getting fed up 
with it; all I was saying was give tramps a chance. In protest I told the final officer 
that I was heading to New York to take an outward bound flight to England and 
could he please leave me alone. He refused to be my ally and I wondered what 
had happened to the UK's 'special relationship.' I asked where I could catch a bus 
and he took me to the coach station. To be honest I was exhausted. I had 'tramp 
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cramp' and it didn't look like I'd get a ride anyway. I got in the patrol car and the 
cop took me downtown. At least he didn't shoot me. 

That evening was spent in a motel. I carried out some important research into 
the Z-Files by watching a documentary called Ancient Aliens Declassified. This 
was followed by a 'special' late night screening of Stranglehold, women's extreme 
wrestling. There was nothing special about it. You can watch that sort of thing 
every night in Oldham when the pubs close. The following morning I got up early 
to catch the bus to the Capital of the USA, Washington DC. 

I arrived at the coach depot early and I needed to use the Restroom. I know it is 
unbelievable but the Yanks call 'the Bog' the Restroom. The door was locked. I 
spoke to the assistant who was sat behind some bullet-proof glass. "Could I use 
the Restroom please?" She looked at me without emotion and said, "Do you 
have any ID?" I thought she meant a valid bus ticket. I showed her my ticket. She 
shook her head and insisted that I show some ID. I couldn't believe what I was 
hearing? I thought "FUCK YOU! I'd rather shit in my pants than show you some ID 
to take a turd in your totalitarian toilet." What would she do with such 
information anyway? Phone the FBI? "Zero 600 hours, target taking turd, proceed 
with caution." 

I never really wanted to take the bus but with hindsight I don't feel it's possible 
to do an authentic hippy hike across the States without taking the Greyhound. 
The Greyhound Bus was a big part of road culture 'til they priced all the bums out 
of it. I climbed aboard and travelled back in time to the Summer of Love. It is 
absolutely true when I tell you that a man was playing Flower Power tunes on his 
phone. The Grateful Dead were on and I was really grateful that they are dead. 
Then the music changed to Simon and Garfunkel. The man started singing along 
and aloud, "Flere's to you Mrs Robinson." Fie was told to shut up by the driver 
who requested the sound of silence. I burst out laughing. That was the one point 
of interest. I sat on that bus for hours. This isn't travelling, it's just moving. I 
heard nothing, saw nothing and said nothing. Maybe now it is wise to move in 
such a manner as we enter the Darklands. 
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19. Evil Priestley-Suspicious Minds 


TOP SECKl^T: 


READ THIS DOCUMENT ONCE AND SHRED. 


Washington DC is the capital of the United States. DC stands for District of 
Columbia. The seat of the American government is situated in neutral territory so 
it can remain impartial in its rulings. 

I was a Persona non grata. I needed a safe house. Who do I trust? Washington DC 
has more spies than any other city in the world. Who is who? Are they friend or 
foe? And what of the inter-dimensional shape shifters cloaked in the guise of 
man? Any one of us could be a lizard I sssssssssssssuspect. 


"FROM OLDHAM, it's the QUIZ OF THE WEEK with your host BOB PUNKHOUSE!" 


This chapter also contains a competition. Are you ready to embrace your inner 
spy? Encrypted within the following pages is a top secret message. It will be 
revealed only to the initiated and contains the solution to the Z-Files. First prize is 
the false BeardmasterSOOO and dark glasses for use in future assignments. 

After my journey I needed to eat some Frankenstein food and concentrate on 
Mission improbabie. Some corporate candy cup cakes and colonial, cocaine cash 
coffee will help me to think more clearly. 

It was time to start work. WE, the People, need to find some answers. I walked 
through the city streets and boulevards. Washington is built on a grid system and 
it's only when viewed on street map that a design of intentional symbolic 


88 



geometry becomes apparent. The architecture is on an unprecedented scale and 
unlike anything I've seen anywhere. Pillared temples hewn from stone and 
carved with Masonic insignia ARE a boastful statement of power. This is the 
centre of an empire, the New Rome. All the major Government institutions are 
concentrated here within an area known as the Federal Triangle. These bastions 
of power stand testament to the wealth and violence of a conqueror. Men of 
power think and build in angles of stone and steel. There are two types of 
people; square people and round people. Square people construct cornered 
buildings. They are intimidating and empty. You feel detached and alone within 
their walls. These structures are based in fear. Round people, on the other hand, 
are loopy and create curved spaces that are warm and welcoming. They 
represent wholeness and inclusivity. There are no corners in nature. When I take 
the time to observe the subliminal the differences are striking. I only have to take 
note of how separate I can feel in a city and just how much more connected I feel 
when I'm out of it. 

Every road in the grid leads to the huge, domed Capitol Building that houses the 
US Senate. It sits on Capitol Hill and dominates the skyline. I wondered just how 
many people had been sentenced to death by a decision made inside. Just as a 
point of interest, there was a UFO flap above Capitol Hill in 1952. It went on for a 
couple of weeks. 'Objects' were picked up on radar and witnessed by thousands 
of people. My guess is that it was a whole bunch of weather balloons. 

I went past the National Archives and wished I'd brought my library card to put 
in a request to reserve JFK's brain when the last borrower returns it. I rounded a 
corner and there before me was the Washington Monument, a one hundred and 
seventy metre tall phallus standing in cold silence. This square obelisk was 
completed in 1888. It is made of marble and granite. Half way through the huge 
erection the funds dried up and on recommencement a different colour of stone 
was used. It's a proper cowboy job. THE monument is always closed to the 
public. Whether the inside elevator is shagged or the whole thing has been 
damaged by an earthquake, there's always something wrong. It would be best if 
it just fell over and we could have done with it once and for all. 

I was swimming in a sea of monuments, museums and institutions. I stood at the 
Lincoln Memorial. This is the statue of Abraham himself sitting in a comfy 
armchair. It was here that Martin Luther King Jr made his famous 'I have a 
Dream' speech. 

I too have a dream; to destroy the ILLUMINATI by locating and exposing the 
contents of the Z-Files for the future of mankind and the Dawning of a New 
Golden Age. Just as a point of interest, if you go online and type in Illuminati 
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backwards and add dot com then you get taken to the website of the NSA, 
America's National Security Agency. It's true, I've done it. They actually have the 
beginnings of a sense of humour as do the CIA who opened their twitter account 
by saying, "We can neither confirm nor deny that this is our first tweet." Be 
warned though they are far from amused if you say anything against them. Your 
comment will be categorised using their newspeak term 'Sick think'. 

The Native American Museum is all that's left of that great race and whilst 
admission is free I chose not to enter out of respect. I did go to the NASA space 
museum. When I saw the amount of security and X-ray machines I couldn't be 
arsed with that amount of psychotic paranoia. I did a U-turn. 

I took a stroll and WEnt over the Potomac River to see the famous Arlington 
Cemetery. It contains the graves of a quarter of a million military personnel. JFK 
(minus his brain) is also buried there. His tomb is illuminated by an eternal flame 
and overlooks the War Department, AKA the Pentagon. I decided I'd go and do 
some terror-tourism and check out the new brickwork since someone flew a 
passenger plane into it in 2001(allegedly). 

In 2017 a former Pentagon employee released videos of UFOs filmed by a 
military jet, along with proof that twenty two million dollars had been used to 
fund the Advanced Aviation Threat Identification Programme which had been set 
up to detect and potentially engage hostile extraterrestrial craft. The programme 
is actually real. If the Pentagon does not even acknowledge the existence of 
aliens why would they set up such a programme? What on Earth are they up to? 

I decided to EAT an ice cream and ponder the question. To find some answers I 
had to enter the Ring of Steel that surrounds the most protected dwelling in the 
USA. I passed the armed organic robots, stern in the defence of fear. I eventually 
arrived at a big fence. I joined the many tourists here. There were lots of families 
and some of them had BABIES with them. They were all looking at the 
Whitehouse, the home of the President of the United States of America. 

At that moment I saw a flash of yellow. A cheese omelette ghosted past a 
window. I knew that he was at home. At last I had him in my sights. I approached 
the concierge and told him to relay a message. "Tell that Omelette bloke that the 
Reverend is on his way and under the Freedom of Information Act he demands 
some answers." One minute later I was confronting the Omelette in the Oval 
Office of the Whitehouse. I began to bombard him with my carefully prepared 
questions. 
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"What do you know about the Z-Files?" He answered, "No comment." "Where is 
Elvis Presley?" Again, the reply was, "No comment." I continued my line of 
interrogation. "How long have you known FEMA camping expert Ray Mears and 
Professor Stephen Hawking? Tell me, when did you first become aware of Area 
51 and where have you hidden JFK's Brain?" I could see the Omnipotent 
Omelette was getting hot under the collar and the cheese had started to melt. 
Just then fifty burly security men escorted me from the property. There was 
NOTHING else I could do. 

"Beep, Beep!" "I wonder who that could be." "rev...alien here., got 20 years ... 
drunk in charge of a saucer and death by reckless gliding... p.s. how are oldham 
athletic getin on?" 

The text from the Alien has given my position away. I've been pinpointed by GPS 
and the All Seeing Eye is now watching my every move. I put on the 
BeardmasterSOOO, (the fantastic first prize in this chapter's super competition). 
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Using this clever disguise I managed to 'shake my tail' by doubling back and 
ducking into the doorway of the International Spy Museum. Here I was safe and 
had eliminated the threat of being injected with a poison pellet from the tip of a 
KGB umbrella as actually happened in 1978. I breathed a sigh of relief I was 
shaken but not stirred. 

I paid the admission fee and entered. I was not searched so my Roswell microfilm 
and soil samples from Area 51 remained safe for now. The museum is interactive. 
To begin with everybody went into a briefing room. Here we were told, "You 
CAN assume a new identity." I became Mr Oldhamov Krapsky, an Eastern 
European diplomat and contract assassin. Krapsky operated under the codename 
0011 licence to thrill. Earlier that day I had visited FBI headquarters so I adopted 
their real but deceptive motto: Fidelity, Bravery and Integrity. In the museum 
there was information about espionage during the Cold War. The lengths that 
both sides went to in order to spy on one another went beyond ridiculous. 
Eventually each got so fed up with the other's behaviour that they surpassed 
infinite nonsense by lodging official complaints to each other's embassies 
demanding, "STOP this at once." 

The exhibit cabinets displayed all manner of spyware: a cigarette that fired a 
bullet exactly like the one in that James Bond film and the Dog Doo Transmitter; 
a fake dog shit containing a listening device. This was invented by the CIA in 1970. 
Krapsky was well impressed with these items. He also liked a pair of RUSsian 
glasses with cyanide hidden in the frames that could be innocently chewed 
during Interrogation. Krapsky used some spy binoculars to check that the coast 
was clear. There was nothing suspicious EXCEPT for two figures wearing 
shades, long coats and trilbies. He knew they were 'on to him.' Krapsky bolted 
and made a dash for it. THEn he pressed a secret button. A bookshelf slid back 
revealing a hidden passage into which he melted away and lived to die another 
day. Back on the street he ditched the disguise and reverted back to the mild 
mannered REVEREND. 

The heat was off for now, but this town was still too hot. I had to leave. There 
was more work to do in New York. Start spreading the news. I'm leaving today, 
right to the very heart of it. New York, New York. 

So how did you do? Are you a truth sleuth or a defective detective? Send your 
answers in invisible ink, on a postcard to: 

Spy Competition. Oldham, the North. NFA 4ME. 
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20. Leaving on a Jet Plane - Peter, Paul and Mary 


I had a ticket to ride and boarded another Greyhound. The journey was 
uneventful. The bus pulled over on a famous New York street and I wondered if I 
would get a ‘c'mon from the whores on Seventh Avenue.' Damn! That reminds me 
I forgot to email Paul Simon with the title for his new album. I've even designed 
the cover for him. 
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I had to make a connection with a double agent in Central Park. Here I would 
receive the top secret documents known as the Z-Files. I spotted him on a bench 
reading a newspaper. He was wearing a WigmasterSOOO and shades. I sat next to 
the man. We did 'a switch' and exchanged identical briefcases. In a second he 
was gone. 

New York has over eight million residents making it the most densely populated 
city in America. Billed as a centre of cultural diversity the city has over eight 
hundred different languages including Industrial Language. This is spoken mainly 
by the cops and the city's forty two thousand taxi drivers. The place is wall to wall 
people and a wall of sound. I couldn't even hear myself think above the constant 
wailing of police sirens. 

I had always imagined New York to be a run down, seedy sort of place just like I'd 
seen on television. Like most western cities it has undergone gentrification. One 
in every twenty five people here is a millionaire. New York stinks of wealth. The 
gap between rich and poor is massive. I took a walk on the wild side and strolled 
next to a lady in fine fur escorted by her poodle. They had to step over the dead 
and dying homeless to get to the jewellers. 

I carried on past the famous Chelsea Hotel. The building has become a cult 
tourist attraction. Sid Vicious allegedly, more than likely, most probably, in fact, 
definitely killed his girlfriend here. Many other famous people have also stayed. I 
checked to see who else had been on the quest list. Musicians Bob Dylan and 
Jimi Hendrix crashed out here. Arthur C Clarke wrote 2001 a Space Odyssey in the 
hotel. Mark Twain also put pen to paper behind the walls as did the Beat 
Generation Poets who wrote even more drugged up bollocks that continues to 
defy translation. 

Here are some more interesting facts: there are no alligators in the New York 
sewers as is believed by many. One was discovered down below in 1935 and this 
perpetuated the myth that they still hang out beneath the streets. King Kong first 
trashed the place in the original film made in 1933. Toilet paper and chewing 
gum were invented here, along with the rowing machine. I don't know what we 
would have done without that. Each year New Yorkers bite ten times more 
people than sharks bite worldwide. The eyes of Albert Einstein are kept in a 
safety deposit box in the city. In another 'safe deposit' the Federal Reserve has 
stored gold bullion worth eighty billion dollars in a deep underground vault. I'll 
wager a whippet that it's completely empty with nothing whatsoever to back up 
all their Mickey Mouse Monopoly money. 
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I found myself on Broadway and burst into tune, "You can hear my sexy accent 
when I talk. I'm an English tramp in New York." I decided I am going to write a 
new musical.- Give My Regards to Oldham. 

Broadway and almost anything else famous in New York is situated in the 
borough of Manhattan. It's actually an island lying in one of the world's biggest 
natural harbours. This is where all the skyscrapers are. New York is no stranger to 
skyscraper stories, particularly those concerning aircraft wreckage. In 1945 a US 
air force bomber accidently flew into what was then, the world's tallest structure, 
the famous Empire State Building. I reckon this event might have given someone 
else an idea. 

On the ninth of September 2001, Manhattan was rocked not once but twice. At 
8.40 am a plane crashed into one of the two towers of the World Trade Centre. 
Twenty five minutes later another aircraft powered into the second tower. 
Sometime after, in Washington DC, a third plane was reported to have hit the 
Pentagon Building. You will know that I'm describing the events of 9/11. 

There is much controversy over what actually happened and conspiracy theorists 
have had a field day. Many truth seekers believe it was a 'false flag' attack used 
to give America the excuse it needed to expand its foreign policy. There are many 
theories like that of the 'Laurel and Nazi Knifeman' and his sonic death ray. 
Another is that the planes were drones and the real flights were diverted to 
somewhere sinister like Disneyland whereupon the crew and passengers were 
executed. Some have suggested that it was only the onboard computers that 
were hijacked and that the radios were jammed. The planes were then remote 
piloted on a collision course with the buildings. You could pull that off with just 
one person. Others have said that planes were not even involved and that the 
film footage has been faked. There are those that believe the Towers were 
'wired' for demolition and cite another part of the World Trade Centre known as 
Building Seven which 'just collapsed' with no outside help. Whatever anyone 
thinks. I'll wager a bottle of brown ale that there's more to this than meets the 
eye. The official version of events is nonsense. You really would think that the 
authorities would be much better at telling lies with all that practice. Do I believe 
that it was an inside job carried out to justify American expansionism and curtail 
domestic freedoms? I'm saying nothing because I don't fancy going camping 
with FEMA. 

I watched events live on television all those years ago and it was a strange 
feeling to actually be here and see how it looks today. A new World Trade Centre 
now replaces the Twin Towers. It's taller and has been named the Freedom 
Tower. Two gaping square holes mark the site where the originals once stood. 
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They are lined in black marble. Around each of them is a wall with the names of 
the victims chiselled into the dark stone. Both holes contain waterfalls that 
descend into a chasm. A 9/11 museum has opened that now charges an 
admission fee. The families of the dead were furious. Effectively the site is a mass 
grave but it costs $25. You have to pay money to pay your respects. I asked where 
the money went. The reply I received was, "It all goes towards the upkeep of the 
museum." The running costs are a mere $60 million per year. You'll be able to 
buy shares in it soon. 

I felt the presence of a dark, powerful force. The All Seeing Eye is now a reality. In 
amongst the memorials you will find The Oculus, a post 9/11 symbol of rebirth. It 
is a sculpture that forms the entrance and roof of the new World Trade Centre 
transport links. 'The Eye' is clearly visible within the design, whilst other features 
represent a phoenix rising from the flames. The cost was just $4 billion dollars, 
loose change really and probably paid for with some of the trillions that have 
'disappeared' from the US Treasury. 

I walked through the Financial District, past Wall Street and continued to the 
harbour side. I boarded the free boat that travels over the bay and sails past the 
Statue of Liberty. As we neared I noticed that the Sun was shining from behind 
leaving the Statue's face in shadow. I smiled at the irony. I looked beyond, out 
into the Atlantic. I was one ocean from Oldham. Mission accomplished. It was 
time to escape from New York and fly into The Dawning of a New Golden Age. 
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21. My Way - Elvis Presley 


"And now the end is near and so I face the final curtain. My friend I'll say it clear 
and state my case of which I'm certain. I've lived a life that's full. I've travelled 
Extraterrestrial Highway but more, much more than this, I did it my way." 

And so the journey continues. The age of fifty is an incredibly powerful vantage 
point to look back at what has passed and process the journey. 

My road has been so diverse. I've travelled on the dark side and I've also walked 
on the side of love, light and life. They are opposite extremes and I could never 
have fully understood one without undergoing the other. I've had the full range 
of human experience. I'm grateful for all of it and wouldn't change any of it. 

For my first thirty years I was really confused by life. I'm actually glad in a way 
because that confusion forced me to try and make some sort of sense of 
everything. It has given my life some meaning and purpose. I was always trying to 
find answers but I looked in all the wrong places. I'm a searcher and I've searched 
everywhere. I once read the story of the Buddha. He also looked everywhere. 
When I finished reading the book I remember thinking, "Brilliant! I'm on the right 
track." 

I embarked on a spiritual journey. I don't feel as lost anymore. It's been over 
twenty years now. I'm growing old and growing up. There's been a lot of tears 
and much healing and I've gained some hard won wisdom. I'm largely at peace 
with my past and pretty okish with the present. The longer I travel this road the 
simpler it becomes. I have arrived at the conclusion that there is Love and there 
is Fear and that's all there is. Every thought, word and deed is based in one or the 
other and leads to either creation or destruction. Love and Fear are mutually 
exclusive and whilst both paths have been laid out before me I still have to 
choose which one to take. Do I listen to the shoulder perching saint or the 
sinner? Do I travel with my Head or my Heart? 

I want to be free; free of the ego and inner turmoil. Sometimes I'm imprisoned 
inside my head running a mind movie of negativity. I don't want money, property 
or any other dangling carrots. I don't even want to be happy. I just want some 
peace within. 

I am developing a deep appreciation and gratitude for those wonderful little 
gifts in life. Some of my most beautiful memories have come from the simplest of 
things like a time I was wandering through New York. As I was crossing the road I 
spotted an elderly blind lady. I asked if I could help her. She smiled and we held 
hands. I could feel love flowing through us. We talked and walked a few blocks. 
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When we parted she said thank you. It was a beautiful exchange and I was able 
to clearly see the way. Once when I was sleeping rough in Australia a man gave 
me his blanket because I was cold. I will never ever forget that simple act of 
kindness. Back home in England I stopped to talk with a lady who sat alone on a 
bench. She was listening to the wind blowing through the trees. She said it was 
her favourite thing and told me of the joy that she felt. When I was a young man 
a pretty girl passed me in the street. She gave me the most beautiful smile I have 
ever seen. It radiated from her spirit. It was so powerful that I couldn't handle it 
and turned my face away. I've often thought about it. Sometimes I wish I could 
return just to say thank you but her smile was unconditional and nothing needs 
to be said. It's the little things like these that connect me to something much 
bigger. 

I really want to make the most of everything. I read a quote recently from 
someone famous. She said, "I have had a wonderful life. I just wish that I'd 
known it at the time." That is such a powerful statement. My life has also been 
wonderful and I am trying to enjoy it as it unfolds. I want to make my time here 
worthwhile. Nobody ever lay on their deathbed and said, "You know what? I wish 
I'd worked and worried more. I'm so glad I didn't do that one thing I always 
dreamed of Thank God I spent less time with the people I love." 

Time seems to be speeding up. The years are flying by. Fifty of them have passed 
in the blink of an eye. There's more behind me than what is in front and in no 
time at all the past will be all that I have. Life is happening right now, this second, 
not some fantasy date in the future where we will be 'happy.' I will never ever get 
this moment again. I have to get out there and make it happen. Time and tide 
wait for no man. We get one chance to dance. 

So to come full circle, I found the answer. Love is the answer. That was what I was 
searching for all along. It is the only answer there ever was but I had to 
experience everything in order to know that. Now I can glance in the rear view 
mirror and say, hand on heart, "I'm beginning to understand." 
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22. Fiend without a Face. 1958 


"Tick-tock-Tick-tock!" The Doomsday Clock is a symbolic timepiece that 
represents the likelihood of a man-made global catastrophe. The idea was 
conceived in 1947. The clock was first used to gauge the threat of nuclear war 
but this has since been expanded to incorporate the threat from climate change 
as well. The time is set according to how close we are to certain death. Presently 
it is two minutes to midnight and, "There aint no time to wonder why WHOOPEE! 
We’re all gonna die\" I think there's only one thing we can possibly do and that is 
to lighten up and see the funny side. We need to have a really good laugh before 
'They' kill us all. 

By the way who are 'They?' Who are the faceless and nameless 'They?' 'They' is 
not a noun. It's a mindset. It is the personification of fear. Fear exists in the ego 
and the ego is the antithesis of the spirit. 

There is a war going on, a war for your mind. It is a battle between the light and 
the dark. It's like a boxing match and the contest is in last round. It looks like the 
dark is battering the light. It can feel like there's no hope but the light hasn't even 
thrown a punch yet and when it does it will be a knockout blow. 

We are entering the last of the four ages of man: hunter/gatherer, agricultural, 
industrial and now technological. The Information Age is upon us. Its impact will 
change the world on an unprecedented scale. We are facing a dystopian future of 
total slavery. These are the end times of life as we know it. It has crept up on us 
while most people were too busy looking down at their mobile phones to look up 
and see what's happening. 

There has been a massive societal shift in less than forty years. People are being 
replaced by robots, "Flello, you have reached the Suicide Flotline. Please listen to 
the following ten options that will help us direct you to the right department." In 
just a few generations the working class have become 'useless eaters' and 
surplus to requirements. It is not a good time to be a jobseeker. 

The disease of power and greed is insatiable. An experiment was done that sums 
it up perfectly. Lots of chimps were put into a big play pen with trees, toys, 
swings and everything they could possibly want. Fleaps of bananas were 
distributed all over the pen and all the chimps were all very happy. One day the 
bananas were left in a single pile. It was the same amount (more than they could 
possibly eat.) This time several of the monkeys teamed up, claimed ownership 
and defended the bananas. Sound familiar? The only difference is that our 
monkeys have got bazookas and sonic death rays and now I am slightly regretting 
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a letter I sent to Downing Street ten years ago. It said "Know this, I am your 
enemy!" 

This planet is a madhouse of fake tits, reality TV, jellyflabblobs, porn, GM food, 
drugs, the Omelette and the Spice Girls. When you add to that list that Chinese 
surgeons are planning to carry out the world's first head transplant then even the 
New World Order must be saying, "Are you sure we planned it this way?" I'm in 
the process of writing to them to say, "Dear New World Order, you need to get 
your shit together. This is embarrassing." 

The prevailing message is one of fear. I won't listen to the tweeters, bleaters and 
repeaters. I don't switch on the TV and invite liars into my home and I've deleted 
my social media because I don't want to get radicalised online. The media talks 
shit. Last week they warned me about identity theft. If anyone stole my identity 
I'd wish them luck. I recently read some 'bad news.' It said, "Everyone is just two 
pay slips away from the street." That's wonderful news. Then they proudly 
announced that XYZ will create jobs. Create jobs? Why on earth would anyone 
want to do that? Work is a four letter word. I don't want a job. I don't even want 
the money. I live on the road in my campervan. I'm a minimalist. I actually want 
less. It's less to think about. I need to make just enough to keep me in the squalor 
to which I am accustomed. It's taken me years of practice to get this lazy. I like 
going to bed late and getting up late. I also like going to bed early and getting up 
late. In the very unlikely event of my ever getting a 9 to 5 job, my ambition would 
be to phone in 'well'. 

"Hello is that work?... I feel really well today. I'm going to the seaside. Fuck you!" 

In the meantime if ever I need some money I am funemployed. I run a mobile 
joke shop. I call myself The Joke Bloke. My parents would be so proud. I have 
arrived in life. This is beyond my wildest dreams. I could never have imagined 
that as a grown-up I would be selling itching powder, whoopee cushions and fake 
dog poo. Recently an official wearing a yellow high-vis angrily confronted me 
about the stink bombs I had just sold to some children. He said the smell was 
disgusting and that my actions were anti-social. I replied, "I agree." This is the 
perfect job. I can't believe that the careers officer at school never even 
mentioned it. 
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I'm not a furious, rioting, punk rocker anymore. Today I'm one of those new age 
men, the type that does yoga and bursts into tears whenever they see a rainbow. 
I take a flask of tea (without sugar) to punk rock concerts. After forty years I have 
even stopped smoking and swearing (sometimes). I don't drink either. I can only 
offer the sage but dull advice, "No sex, no drugs and no rock 'n' roll." Like a true 
nature's child I was born, born to be mild. All that anger has dissipated. Intense 
defiance is exhausting. I'm too old for all that. I'm not even talking about 
subversion anymore. Nowadays me and my punk mates are discussing waistlines, 
reading glasses and false teeth. I'm an armchair anarchist but so much can be 
achieved when you do nothing. No action is direct action. I don't vote, don't buy 
from them, don't answer their questions and I don't play their game. I'm more 
determined now than ever and to prove it I have formed an OAP's punk rock 
choir to sing protest songs. This is the Grey Revolution; AGE AGAINST THE 
MACHINE. 
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23. Plan 9 from Outer Space. 1959 


I have suffered in order to reveal to you the contents of the Z-Files. For example, 

I have had to watch every single minute of each 1950's sci-fi B movie that has 
featured in the chapter titles. It has been more torturous than watching Oldham 
Athletic. I have survived and lived to tell the tale and now I present you with the 
truth, the whole truth and nothing like the truth. This is the most unbelievable 
conspiracy theory ever concocted. The evidence is possibly conclusive and all of 
these far-fetched fictitious facts can be cross referenced and proved by watching 
YouTube. 

The Z-Files reveal that a top secret meeting took place on the sixth of the sixth at 
6pm in number ten Downing Street. It was the largest meeting of monstrous 
minds that the world had ever seen. All the dark powers were in attendance. 
They were led by Elvis Presley. JFK was present sporting a new comb-over. Next 
to him was the Omelette and Professor Stephen Flawking. FEMA camping expert 
Ray Mears greeted two special guests, the cannibal shape-shifters, Fler Majesty 
the Queen and the Duke of Everybugger. 

Then one thousand Elvis Presley Impersonators all marched past number ten in a 
torchlight procession. Due to the secrecy of this event their unprecedented 
number would not be witnessed by the Guinness Book of Records. The official 
record for the highest number of Elvis impersonators in the same place at the 
same time is 895 in North Carolina 2014. The UK made two record attempts in 
2008 and 2009. At the first attempt the ninety three Elvises in attendance were 
disqualified for not dressing up enough. The following year it was abandoned 
when only twenty nine copycat kings showed up. 

The New World Order worships the corpse of Margaret Thatcher. I have such 
fond memories of that wonderful day in 2013 when Thatcher croaked it. There 
was such an outpouring of positive emotion. People sang, "Ding dong, the Witch 
is deadV and held street parties. I was overjoyed. I'd waited years for this. When 
I went online to post on Mrs Thatcher's obituary page I was overwhelmed and 
completely lost for words. I just couldn't think what to write so I typed the first 
thing that came into my mind, "Aaaaaaarrrrrr! Go on you old cunt!" 

Eventually all the guests sat down to dinner. They gorged on baby flesh washed 
down with pints of long life milk. Somebody dipped some bread into JFK's head. 
A champagne bucket was passed round and everybody vomited in it. The Queen, 
as guest of honour, gulped it down. 
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When the meal was over Elvis took to the podium as the after dinner speaker. His 
speech was recorded and posted on YouTube. He said that Mankind has less than 
one hundred years left to live on Earth and during that time everything will be 
automated. Smart phones will be plumbed directly into people's skulls. Artificial 
intelligence will take over and outperform humans (that shouldn't be too hard). 
You will be able to plead guilty online or be tried by a robot (so no change there 
then). Then the Earth is going to be hit by an overdue asteroid. The gigantic 
asteroid is called Niburu. Elvis said that we must vacate the planet if we are to 
survive. He then outlined the agenda of the New World Order (NWO). "We need 
to turn the elderly, the poor and the disabled into pet food to finance our 
objectives." He highlighted the amount of money that could be made from the 
recycling of wheelchairs and crutches. He went on and on. His final line was 
terrifying, 


"We shall gorge upon the raw brains of humankind. 

WOAH AH AH AH AH AAAAAAAAR! WE Wl LL CONTRO L TH E WO RED!" 

Everything he said was in the Z-Files. The story starts thousands of years ago 
when a race of reptilian aliens from outer space landed and conquered the 
planet. Then they crossbred with man to produce hybrids that could take on 
human form. After that they all moved to the lost civilisation of Atlantis. I can 
exclusively reveal that Atlantis is within the mysterious Bermuda triangle. Atlantis 
was said to have been destroyed and sunk in a great flood. This is not true. It 
survived and was rebuilt under the sea by Jewish Masonic bankers. While 
Atlantis was being refurbished everybody went to live inside the Earth. This may 
sound unbelievable but the Earth is both round and flat and it's also hollow. It's 
an inter-dimensional thing that can only be adequately explained using dodgy 
physics and algebra. 

The lizards then went to Egypt and used slaves to build the Pyramids. These 
ancient structures were used as giant batteries to harness earth energy. It works 
via a grid system of leylines that stretches from Stonehenge to Area 51. 

They use crop circles to relay information to outer space and contact one 
another using hidden messages. For example, if you play the Beatles album 
Sergeant Peppers backwards it reveals that the Moon landings were faked and 
that in 1966 Paul McCartney died and was replaced with an identical inflatable 
body double. 

The Z-Files further reveal that the NWO has invented a sonic death ray which was 
used to destroy the Twin Towers. It also has secret bases in Antarctica protected 
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by 5G Nazi force fields. These bases house the Holy Grail which they inherited 
from King Arthur himself. The files further disclose that the British Royal Family 
changed their surname from Schmidt-Klaus-Muller to Windsor in an attempt to 
distance themselves from the Third Reich. Prince Phillip is on record as saying, 

"If I were reincarnated I should like to be returned to Earth as a virus to lower 
human population levels." Someone needs to tell him that you cannot come back 
as the same thing. Phillip also said that they will silence anyone who stands up to 
them; it is fact that Princess Diana was 'whacked' because she was about to go 
public on the Loch Ness Monster. The Z-Files confirm that this definitely, possibly, 
happened. To stop us from finding out these truths they are using chemtrails to 
dumb us down. 

In the 1970's, the number of cattle mutilations increased by 100,000%. This was 
originally attributed to aliens harvesting organs for experimentation but one 
need knock no further than the door of Graceland to find out who was really 
responsible. My top secret documents also reveal that it was the 'Burger King' 
himself that was inside the Bigfoot costume when the legendary footage was 
shot in 1967. 

After painstaking research and the compiling of an enormous amount of 
evidence I can now categorically guess that in 1947, at Roswell, the following 
items were recovered from the crash debris: some fancy buttons, several posh 
saucer seats and a silicon chip. This space jumble was the missing piece of the 
jigsaw and was used to develop the super computer that powered Professor 
Stephen Hawking. Is all this the truth or just Completely Ridiculous Alien Piffle? 
Read on. 

How exactly do the NWO plan to microchip every single man, women and child 
on the planet? How will they control the entire world population? It is simple. 
They will employ the strategy of Problem-Reaction-Solution. They will execute a 
two part plan. 

We've already been threatened by drugs and terrorists. Now we need something 
else to be frightened of Professor Stephen Hawking recently introduced us to the 
idea of asteroids destroying the Earth. We've had the War on Drugs and the War 
on Terror. Now we must declare the War on Space. The next step is to create 
enough fear to get us to pay for an orbiting weapons system. This would be 
'needed' to harmlessly deflect Niburu from its collision course with Earth. Now 
everybody will be safe and very happy. That's the first half of the plan but what 
about the second. 

Let us return to the alleged death bed confessions of Nazi rocket scientist Werner 
von Braun. He spoke of plans to stage a fake alien invasion. He said that fear 
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would be used to unite all people against a common threat. To unite the entire 
planet there could be only ONE thing that would make man put aside all his 
differences and that is an attack by aliens from outer space. The United Nations 
will then commandeer the sovereignty of every country and merge them into 
one to repel 'attack'. This 'attack' will be created using mass media, holographic 
technology and the new orbiting weapons system to stage a virtual but 
believable 3D war of the worlds. Of course victory would be assured. There will 
be huge celebrations afterwards and lots of medals will be awarded to all those 
who 'saved the world'. 

Now that there is 'conclusive proof of the existence of aliens all the religions of 
the world can be discredited and abolished. After that they will kill all hippies, 
hoboes and hitchhikers and put them in Happy Meals. Personal property will be 
confiscated and ownership outlawed. All that would remain would be to declare 
a one world socialist government; the New World Order. Now all the money and 
resources can be consolidated and used to build a big spaceship to go and live on 
another planet because this one is fucked - job done. 

Is all of this C.R.A.P? "Quite probably"; in the meantime trust no one, believe 
nothing and question everything. Sometimes truth is stranger than fiction. 
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24. The Doors - The End 


This is the end, my only friend, the end. Well what about that then? That's one 
more chapter in the ecclesiastical escapades of our roaming renegade Reverend 
and the end of my second book. I am now well on the way to being one of those 
multi-published authors that die in abject poverty and become posthumously 
super rich. 

That was an awesome road trip. I can't actually believe that I have hitchhiked 
across the United States of America. From the Pacific to the Atlantic; coast to 
coast, west to east via north and south. This maverick has needed true grit to 
traverse the Big Country. I did it with a thumb and a prayer. I have braved bears, 
wolves, venomous snakes, E.T's, Bigfoot and Americans. What a journey. That 
was amazing! I'm going to recommend this on Trip Advisor. I have thoroughly 
enjoyed this adventure. It was everything I hoped that it would be and more. I 
cannot underestimate the magnitude of what I've just done. I am so proud and I 
hereby crown myself Tramp of the Year. 

Here are the figures from the Office of Irrational Statistics: 


• Distance travelled: 6203 miles/ 9,977 km. That's coast to coast twice and 
the same distance as Oldham to Timbuktu and back. 

• Number of states visited: 22 of 50. That's twenty one more than most 
Americans. 

• Time: Sixty five days. 

• Number of hitchhikes: 99 

• Types of people that picked me up: Mexican pickpockets. Sushi-loving 
Single Girls, 9/11 Truthers, Truckers, Mormons, Cat Rescuers, the Police, 
Attorneys, Lesbians, Iraq War Vets, Nurses, Hellfire Preachers, Flat 
Earthers, the Butch Bitch Dominatrix, Knife wielding Nazis and finally a 
Meals on Wheels man who was on his way to an Alcoholics Anonymous 
meeting. 
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Here is a map of the route that I took. 
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And now for the million dollar question; are all hitchhikers murderers? 

Here are some annual death stats from the USA. 

• Accidental shootings: 2073 

• Police custody: 1004 

• Texting while driving: 588 

• Falling out of bed: 437 

• Vending Machines: 13. How? 

• Snake bite: 5 

• Roller coasters: 4 

• Bears: 2 

• Shark: 1 

• And finally, an interesting demise by breast suffocation as Donna Large 
(real name) asphyxiated her boyfriend in 2013 using her size double D 
knockers as the murder weapon. 


The figures for hitchhiking are 0.0. It is one of the most risk-free things you can 
do. In fact you've got more chance of being struck by lightning; those figures are 
twenty one fatalities per year. It is safe to hitchhike. Get out there and have some 
fun. You never know; you could get hit by a bus tomorrow just like the 128 
people that did. That was a UK statistic; public transport is non-existent in 
America. 

I have survived my own story again. The revered, irreverent Reverend lives to 
write another day. I think that was pretty cool for a fifty year old. It turns out that 
you can teach an old dog, new tricks. 

Just as an afterthought, I really don't think I would have been allowed entry into 
the United States if they had known what I was going to do and I don't think my 
travel insurance would have covered this trip. "Damn! There goes my street 
cred." 

What will I do next? There are still a few things I'd like to do. I would love to run 
away with the circus and I'm presently busy making enquiries. Secondly, I plan to 
strike out to the South Pole to see the Moon block out the Sun in Antarctica in 
2021. That would mean I will have experienced a solar eclipse on every 
continent. For now, I intend to make no preparations whatsoever for my next 
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adventure where I will be sailing round the world single-handed without knowing 
how to either sail or swim. 

This book ends at the beginning and begins at the end. It finishes back where it 
all started, where the streets are paved with coal. It concludes in Oldham. 

In an ever-changing world only one thing is certain; my football team. They are 
the epitome of non-changeabilisation. History is destined to repeat itself on a 
loop forever and ever till the end of time. Insanity has been described as doing 
the same thing and expecting different results. I am older but none the wiser. 
Once again I stood on that same old terrace, in that same old depressing 
Lancashire drizzle, eating that same old stale pie. The teams came out. Oldham 
Athletic verses the same old Rochdale that we hate. All spiritual principles will go 
out of the window for ninety minutes. The referee's whistle blew and I settled 
down to one and a half hours of spirit crushing disappointment. 

At half time the score was nil-nil. I resigned myself to an inevitable 0- 1 defeat. 
The teams came back out for the second half Something felt very different. 
There was energy. It was electric. The sea of blue behind the goal roared in 
unison, "COME ON OLDHAM! COME ON OLDHAM!" and with the heart of a lion 
and the strength of an ox the Men of the North responded and commenced their 
attack. Down the wings they came, on the left then on the right, keeping it tight 
at the back and using the wide man on the overlap. They came like an 
unstoppable stampede. Forward they came, piling cross after cross into the 
enemy's goalmouth. Our striker moved into the box and with the power of 
Bigfoot and the killer instinct of a hitchhiker he slammed the ball beyond the 
flailing ragdoll figure of Rochdale's useless goalkeeper who was left grasping at 
thin air. It was 1-0 to Oldham. Then we did it again; 2-0. We must not snatch 
defeat from the jaws of victory. We have to get another goal and kill this game. 
One minute later our super striker turned on a sixpence and with his 
VoUeymasterSOOO football boot unleashed a thunderbolt that broke the back of 
the net. 


"YES" 3-0. 
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"Oh yes, the Beautiful Game!" The sea of blue erupted into a joyous tempest. 

"WE SHALL NOT, WE SHALL NOT BE MOVED!" 

Let it be known throughout the land that the beast of Rochdale is slain. The Men 
of the North have risen like a flaming phoenix from the ashes of rubbishness. 
With a sword of iron we will smite those who dare to stand in our way. "YES!" I 
say, "We are Oldham Athletic, PIES OR DEATH!" Hearken to me comrades and 
stand as one. Ban the bomb and kill the Queen. Punk's not dead but Elvis must 
die and death to the New World Order. Do not despair. There is hope. Yes, 
brothers and sisters, deep in my heart I do believe, we shall overcome. We will 
triumph. Welcome to light, liberty and love. Welcome to freedom and the 
Dawning of a New Golden Age. Cue Whitesnake, 

"Here I go again on my own, going down the only road I've ever known. Like a 
drifter I was born to be alone....and I know what it means to walk along a lonely 
street of dreams...h\ah, bollocks etc." 


To be continued 
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THE REVEREND RETURNS FDR THE 5ECDND 
CUMMINS. FRDM LANDED GENTRY TD LANDLESS 
PEASANT THE RDVING RECTDR IS RESURRECTED 
FRDM RURAL RETIREMENT. HE MUST HITCHHIKE TD 
HELL AND BEYDND TD BDLDLY GD WHERE 
ND TRAMP HAS GDNE BEFDRE. 

IN THE GUISE OF SECRET AGENT, BEATNIK PDET, 
UFDLGGIST AND ELVIS IMPERSONATOR HIS MISSION IS 
TD SAVE MANKIND. WILL DUR HERD DRAMATICALLY 
REVEAL THE CONTENTS DF THE Z FILES IN TIME TD 
RESCUE HUMANITY FRDM THE DARK FORCES DF THE 
NEW WORLD ORDER.^ THIS SENSATIONAL 
TRAVELOGUE IS UNDOUBTEDLY A WORK DF AWARD 
WINNING INVESTIGATIVE JOURNALISM THAT IS 
CERTAIN TD WIN THE TURNIP PRIZE. 
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